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LETTY'S MISSION. 



BROTHER AND SISTER. 

" T T AVE you heard Isabel's latest castle in the 
^ A air ?" cried Percy Trevor, a bright-eyed, 
mischievous schoolboy of fourteen, rather too fond 
of teasing his sisters, and particularly the elder one, 
a dreamy thoughtful girl about a year older than 
himself. 

" She says she would like to be a Sister of Mercy 
like Cousin Eleanor, and go about nursing sick 
people. Fancy Isabel of all people, who screams 
at the sight of a cut finger, and is too particular to 
set foot in a dirty cottage." 

Isabel's colour rose impatiently. 
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" Percy ! it is not true, and you are very unkind. 
I often go into cottages, when mamma sends me, 
but just because you happened to find me waiting 
for Mrs. Crawford outside old Warren's door, you 
have taken up this fancy. I cannot see that there 
is any harm in disliking dirt and disagreeable smells. 
Now is there, Miss Empson ?" she continued, ap- 
pealing to her governess, who was listening in some 
amusement to the dispute. 

" No harm, my dear, certainly, but if I were you, 
I would try to overcome that fastidious horror of 
everything that does not come up to your own 
notions of refinement. You admire your cousin 
Eleanor so much for her devotion to a great and 
good cause, but you forget the many daily and 
hourly acts of self-denial to which she must have 
accustomed herself, before she entered on the work 
which you talk so lightly of wishing to share." 

" It does not seem such hard work," Isabel an- 
swered. " Mamma and I went all over the * Home' 
last winter when we were at Westport, and the 
Sister Superior showed us the children's ward, 
with all their dear little white beds and tiny 
tables. Cousin Eleanor looks after them chiefly, 
and they are so fond of her. It was all so clean, 
and quiet, and cheerful, with pictures on the walls, 
and flowers, and toys that had been sent them. 



Brother and Sister. 3 

Mamma talks of all Cousin Eleanor has given up, 
but—" 

"You have seen only the brightest side of the 
picture," Miss Empson interrupted. " I could tell 
you stories of the hardships and sufferings which 
Sisters of Mercy have encountered unshrinkingly 
and uncomplainingly, in their Master's service, 
which would make you think very differently." 

" Great hardships ! yes !" and Isabel's dark eyes 
kindled, and she roused herself from her habitual 
languid attitude. "One would glory in bearing 
those—" 

" But the little every-day crosses are not worth 
picking up and carrying.^ nay, Isabel dear, the 
symbol is the same, 

' There's not a child so small and weak, 
But has his little cross to take, 
His little work of love and praise, 
That he may do, for Jesus' sake.' 

But it is time for Edith's walk, and I must get 
ready. Are you two going for a ride ? Lady Mary 
said something about it, and added, that of course 
you would take George with you." 

" Like to see myself doing it," whispered Percy 
to his sister, as the governess left the room. " Old 
George has grown crustier than ever, and really to 
have him pounding along behind us, is more than 
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can be borne. So I've told Michael to get the 
ponies ready, and say nothing about it. You are 
not afraid to come alone with me, Belle .^ Why, 
you often went with Bernard last holidays, and 
mamma never made any objection. What harm 
can there be ?" 

" Oh, Percy, it does not seem right if mamma said 
we were to take George — it would be deceiving her," 

" Deceiving 1 stuff! of course, if she asked any 
questions after, I should tell her the truth, and you 
know well enough what she would say." 

" ' All right, dear boy, as long as you are come 
home safe, only you know I am always anxious.' " 

" That's the dear old mother to a T. Besides, how 
will she be any the wiser } Come, Belle, if you are 
frightened say so, but you may ride with George 
alone in that case, for I can't stand the old fellow's 
fidgets. You know if Bernard were here you would 
not think twice about it." 

"Yes, but Bernard is older, and a great deal 
steadier than you," said Isabel, yielding however as 
usual to the wilful boy's persuasions. 

A quarter of an hour later, they were both 
mounted on their pretty spirited ponies, and can- 
tering across the park, laughing heartily at the 
grim look of disapproval with which the old coach- 
man had watched their departure. 
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" That boy'U never be easy till he's broke his own 
neck, or some one else's," was his verdict, as he 
turned away. But nevertheless the headstrong 
impetuous Master Percy was the favourite of the 
whole household, and indeed of the neighbourhood 
generally. 

"Let us go across Mr. Morrison's fields," said 
Percy, trying to make his fidgety steed stand while 
he opened a gate. " The grass will be better for 
the ponies' feet, and there are gates all the way." 

Isabel was well content, and the two rode joy- 
ously on, their young voices and gay laughter ring- 
ing through the wintry air. 

" Not there," said Percy, presently laying a hand 
on his sister's rein, " don't you see it is sown with 
wheat? what are you thinking of, to fancy we 
could ride across it .^* 

" But there is no other way into the road," said 
Isabel in dismay. 

" Yes, there is, down through the hollow, and over 
that sweet little flight of hurdles at the bottom. I 
don't mean for you to ride over them — no, no, I'll 
pull one out, but you must just see how Sunbeam 
will pop over. I have been longing for an oppor- 
tunity of trying him, and Bernard told me he could 
jump like a bird." 

" But Percy, Percy — pray don't," the girl remon- 
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strated ; in vain however, he had already put his 
pony in motion, and was riding fast at the hurdles. 
The animal felt the inexperienced hand, swerved 
and turned, and Percy angrily forced him up to 
the leap again. " Let me alone," he said, as his 
sister, in tears, besought him to desist. " Do you 
think I am a baby to be conquered by a little diffi- 
culty ? I've often jumped bigger places with papa 
and Bernard, and Fm not going to spoil Sunbeam 
by giving in." With voice and hand he again urged 
the pony forward — it stopped as before — half rose, 
and in a blind uncertain manner took the leap, 
caught its legs in the top bar, and Isabel's horror- 
stricken eyes beheld only a confused mass strug- 
gling on the ground. In another moment the pony 
had regained its feet, shook itself, snorted, and with 
bridle flying loose, was careering round the field. 
But alas! the rider still lay where he had fallen, 
only a groan and sob of anguish giving testimony 
that he was alive. Isabel was off her pony and at 
his side in less time than she could have conceived 
possible. She raised his head on her knee — thank 
God ! there was no blood on the fair young brow, 
or among the clustering hair, and to the poor in- 
experienced child this seemed the chief comfort. 

But the head lay where she had placed it, and 
the dark grey eyes were closed — ^were the ears too 
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deaf to her cry of anguish ? " Percy, my darling, 
speak ! It cannot be so bad — there is no scar — oh, 
do not groan so terribly. Where is the pain ?" 

He feebly moved his hand towards the right leg 
and thigh, and Isabel saw for the first time, that it 
was doubled strangely under him — broken, without 
doubt In horror and alarm, she now looked round 
for help, they were in a very lonely spot, and few 
passers by ever came that way. Isabel stood still 
a moment to think. The nearest house was pro- 
bably the Vicarage, and help from there would be 
sure and speedy, if only the need of it were known. 
But what could she do ? Oh, that she had insisted 
on carrying out her mother's orders, and that the 
faithful old servant were near to help her ! She had 
never had to act on her own responsibility before, 
and the doubt what to do was becoming agony. 
Percy groaned again ; she bent over him tenderly 
and caught the words, ** Ride off and call some one, 
we cannot stay here, and no one is likely to come." 

She looked round for her pony ; it had followed 
the other, and was enjoying the wild frolic around 
the field. Her brother in his helpless condition 
might be trampled under their feet if she left him, 
yet even she knew enough to feel that in the case 
of a broken limb, speedy help is all-important 

Poor Isabel at fifteen had sometimes liked to 
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fancy herself almost a woman, yet now the thought 
came painfully home to her that she was only a 
child, a helpless dependent child who knew not 
how to act, when thrown for the first time on her 
own resources. 

" Go," murmured Percy again, impatiently, " the 
pain is getting worse ; why do you wait ?" 

Isabel looked round, still irresolute, but unwilling 
to vex him, she moved a few steps away. At that 
moment there met her eye a welcome sight — her 
father's game-keeper, the only man who was likely 
to pass near this secluded spot, was crossing the 
field with his dogs round him. Isabel raised her 
voice, frightened at the hoarse shriek which was 
the only sound she could produce in her agitation. 

" Turner ! here ! oh come !" 

The man turned, and to her inexpressible joy 
came striding rapidly towards her. He was a fine 
powerful fellow, whose very strength gave a feeling 
of protection, as he knelt by the side of the injured 
boy, and gently touched the broken limb. 

" Bad work. Master Percy," he said compassion- 
ately. " We must get the doctor as soon as may 
be, but you can't lie here — let us see, the Vicarage 
is nearest — I could make shift to carry you, or 
will you wait till I fetch some one else and pull a 
hurdle up ?" 



Brother and Sister. 9 

" You may take me if I'm not too heavy," the 
boy answered faintly. " Belle, are you there ? I'm 
sorry to have brought all this bother on j^u." 

The girl was crying too much to speak, and the 
good keeper, after one or two rough but kindly 
efforts to console her, gave up the attempt. 

" May be you would go on in front, and tell Mrs. 
Crawford we are coming, Miss Isabel," he said at 
last, " Master Percy's a pretty fair weight, and we 
shan't travel very fast, so she could have things 
ready." He bent down as he spoke, and lifted the 
boy tenderly, but the movement, gentle as it was, 
was agony to the broken limb, and with a smothered 
cry, Percy's head sank fainting on his shoulder. 
" Poor little chap," said the man kindly, looking at 
the lines of pain on the young face, " may be it is 
best so, I was afraid it would be more than he could 
bear, though he is a plucky one, I know." 

Isabel was trembling from head to foot, but she 
tried to hasten on, though turning her head often 
to look back at the stalwart form of the keeper 
moving steadily forward with his still unconscious 
burden. At the Vicarage gate §he met Mr. Craw- 
ford setting forth on one of his long parish rambles. 
He looked much surprised at seeing the girl alone 
in her habit and on foot, and instantly guessed that 
an accident must have occurred. 
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"My poor child, what is it?*' he said in the 
kind tones that all his parishioners knew so well. 
Then seeing her almost unable to speak, he 
turned towards the house and called his wife, 
"Rose, can you come? There is trouble here, I 
fear." 

Mrs. Crawford was quickly by his side ; she drew 
the trembling girl into her arms saying tenderly, 
" Poor dear ! you are quite out of breath and ex- 
hausted. Come in and tell me what is the matter 
and whether we can help." 

" Oh !" gasped Isabel who had at last recovered 
her voice, " it is Percy — he has had a fall — Turner 
is bringing him here — ^he says his leg is broken." 

"I will go and meet him," said Mr. Crawford 
quietly. "Rose, will you have a room ready .^ 
And some one had better go for your brother at 
once. He may be at home now." 

Mrs. Crawford nodded, and putting her arm 
round the still trembling girl, drew her into the 
house, made her sit down, and administered a glass 
of wine, which Isabel swallowed in tearful submis- 
sion. The little parlour-maid was despatched in 
quest of the doctor, and the spare room quickly 
made ready, and then Mrs. Crawford stood still a 
moment to think. 

" My dear," she said looking doubtfully at Isabel, 
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"is your father at home? I do not like to give 
Lady Mary the shock of hearing this suddenly." 

"Papa went to London yesterday," was the 
answer. "Mamma is at home. Oh dear! what 
will she do when she hears of it !" 

" I will go to her as soon as I have settled your 
brother here," said Mrs. Crawford after a moment's 
thought. " I suppose you would like best to stay 
with him ?" 

Stay with Percy ! Isabel was ready to be angry 
at the bare idea of anything else, and in the selfish 
absorption of her own distress she had not a thought 
for her mother's anxiety. 



SISTERS OF CHARITY. 

CRICKET ! Nay, my boy, I can hardly pro- 
mise you that, but in a month or two we 
shall have you able to get about I hope. Come, 
cheer up, you have borne the pain like a hero, and 
it is not like you to get so desponding as this." 

The doctor's cheery decided voice seemed to 
carry comfort in itself. Poor Percy even managed 
to smile faintly, and foi^tting his own troubles for 
the moment, began to wonder how his mother had 
borne the tidings. 

"She will be here soon I think," satd Mr. 
Thornton. "My sister has gone to her — she 
thought it would be better than letting her hear 
any chance rumours." 
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" And papa ?" 

" I will write to your father by this evening's post. 
I dare say he will come back, when he hears what 
a troublesome pickle his son has been." 

" Ah !" said Percy with a sigh, " he will be vexed 
I'm afraid — or he would be if I were not ill. He 
told me never to take Belle out riding without old 
George, not that it would have made any difference 
as to my tumble. Mr. Thornton, you couldn't have 
resisted those hurdles yourself, they were made on 
purpose to be jumped." 

"Very likely," said the doctor with a merry 
twinkle in his eye, which the boy hailed as sympa- 
thetic. He went on more eagerly. 

" And now as it can't have made any difference 
really, do you think ans^thing need be said about 
our having gone alone? They won't pitch into 
me now I'm ill you know, but they will be down 
upon Isabel so, and it was not her fault." 

" If I were in your place I should certainly tell 
your father everything," said Mr. Thornton. '"Truth 
before all' is my motto, and I have not found it a 
bad one. As to your father being angry, my belief 
is he spoils you all a great deal too much. But 
now, my dear boy, be quiet, for your own sake and 
that of every one else, for I don't want you to get 
feverish on the top of this business. Miss Isabel, 
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will you please draw down the blind nearest you ? 
The light comes just into his eyes." 

" Good practice for you, Belle," said her brother 
with rather a sorrowful smile. " Mr. Thornton, she 
is always wishing to be a Sister of Charity, or a 
Hospital Nurse, so now she can begin upon me." 

Mr. Thornton smiled a little impatiently, as he 
looked at the dreamy languid-looking girl, whose 
eyes were still swollen with tears, and whose move- 
ments had none of the bright noiseless alertness 
indispensable to a good practised nurse. 

" I suppose everything must have a beginning," 
was all he said, and Isabel's pride was hurt, for 
there was a little touch of contempt, unlike Mr. 
Thornton's usual good-nature to the children he had 
known and watched from babyhood. 

It was not long before Mrs. Crawford returned, 
bringing Lady Mary in her pony-carriage. The 
poor mother was in great distress at the sight of 
her bonny boy in his prostrate condition, and it 
needed all her friend's ready affectionate support, 
and the doctor's quiet authority, to keep her mode- 
rately calm. 

Percy behaved very well : trying his utmost to 
make light of the pain, though he could not hide 
the twitching of his face from those tender anxious 
eyes. Mrs. Crawford had given orders to have a 
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bed got ready for Lady Mary, in the dressingroom 
opening out of that in which Percy had been placed, 
but Isabel was looking both tired and unnerved, 
and both her mother and friend suggested her 
returning home. Mr. Thornton decidedly enforced 
this advice, and as no one ever argued with Mr. 
Thornton, especially in a sick room, she now stood 
up reluctantly, and Lady Mary gladly accepted his 
offer to drive her daughter home, as he would be 
passing the Park gates. 

The dog-cart was at the door, and Tom Saunders, 
a tall active young fellow of seventeen, was stand- 
ing at old Whitethorn's head. 

Isabel took her seat in somewhat sullen dignity. 
Was she, the would-be Sister of Charity, the devoted 
nurse who meant to have been all-in-all to Percy, 
to be ordered about like a child, and sent home to 
her schoolroom, instead of being allowed to sit up 
all night and watch over her brother? She was 
too much aggrieved to speak at first, and Mr. 
Thornton let her alone, thinking she needed quiet 
after all the excitement and alarm she had gone 
through. Presently, however, as Whitethorn sub- 
sided into a walk, and Tom sprang out at the foot 
of a steep hill, the doctor turned to his companion, 
and with rather a comical look said abruptly, 

"So you wish to enter a nursing Sisterhood, 
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Miss Isabel. What has put the fancy into your 
head ?" 

"It was always there," said Isabel a little pet- 
tishly, " I am very fond of nursing, and I think — 
I thought, I mean," she corrected more humbly, " I 
have rather a turn for it." 

Mr. Thornton touched Whitethorn lightly with 
his whip, and pondered a minute before replying. 

"There are many qualifications necessary," he 
said presently. " Oblivion of self is the principal 
one. Perhaps you would be surprised if I were to 
tell you the person in this parish, who most repre- 
sents my idea of what a Sister of Mercy should be." 

" Mrs. Crawford ?" asked Isabel quickly. 

"No, I love my sister dearly, and she is as 
good as gold, but not suited for that kind of life. 
Strangely enough, I see my model nurse climb- 
ing the hill in front of us. When we reach the top 
I will offer her a lift." 

Isabel's face expressed both surprise and dis- 
appointment, as she looked at the small figure he 
pointed out. 

" Little Letty Stone !" she exclaimed. 

"Yes, little Letty, your old lodge-keeper's 
daughter. I see you are surprised, but you can 
have no idea of the amount of good work that little 
maiden gets through in her quiet unnoticed way. 
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She is not more than twelve years old, if so much, 
yet she is her mother's right hand, her old father's 
devoted nurse when needful, and almost a second 
little mother to her brother Charles's young children. 
Besides that, ask any of the neighbours round who 
is most ready to run on an errand, or do a * hand's 
turn' to oblige them — the answer is always the 
same, ' Little Letty.' Look, even now she is toiling 
under the weight of a heavy basket which, I doubt 
not contains some neighbour's marketing. Here, 
Letty, little one, are you going home ? If so, jump 
up in the back seat Tom can make room for you, 
and your little arms must be tired carrying that 
big basket." 

The child, for she was no more, started at his 
call, and looking up, raised a pair of ingenuous blue 
eyes, and a sweet little fair thoughtful face, as she 
replied, 

"Thank you, sir, kindly, I am not going home, 
but down to Charlie's. I turn across the fields at 
the next stile but one, and it's not worth while to 
trouble you and Miss Isabel," she added with a 
curtsey as she caught sight of the young lady. 

" Nonsense, child, jump up," said the doctor im- 
peratively, and at this second command Letty 
hesitated no longer. 

" Give me that basket," said Mr. Thornton taking 

C 
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it in his hand. " Why, child, have you carried this 
all the way from Emsbury ? It is too heavy for 
you, and I shall speak to your mother if she allows 
you to go on in this way," 

" Please don't, sir," said Letty entreatingly, " it's 
not for mother, but Susan, and it don't hurt me 
indeed, sir. She can't get to market herself till the 
baby's older, and it's only a few things she wanted 
very particular." 

Isabel asked after the baby, and was told it was 
a beauty and would be christened next Sunday. 
The young aunt's grave air of importance made 
her hearers smile, and after a pause Mr. Thornton 
said, " And how is Charles now .^" 

" Well, sir, he's not strong," said Letty with some 
hesitation. " He's had a cough ever since last 
autumn, and it does not seem to get better." 

" And this is February. Why on earth has he 
not been to see me all this time V' 

" He never takes any notice of it, sir, nor Susan 
don't now — it has gone on so long without getting 
worse. He says he'll be all right when the warm 
weather comes." 

" He won't if he doesn't take common care. Tell 
him to come to me to-morrow, or if he can't spare 
the time you may come, and I'll send him some- 
thing to take. I don't like that cough going on — 
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he never had too much strength to spare. And 
just tell him to be careful of his chest — it's a 
bad time of year, and I suppose he's about in all 
weathers ?" 

" Yes, sir, it's a busy time with the lambs and all, 
and Mr. Hughes is short of hands now." 

" How's that ? That fellow Stephen Moore been 
giving trouble again ?" 

" I am afraid so," said Letty sadly, and with the 
grave old-fashioned air which accorded so oddly 
with her childish face and form. 

"Well, he is no great loss to the farm or the 
parish generally. I believe though, your brother 
was always friendly to him." 

" Yes, Charlie is very vexed about it," said Letty. 
" Here's the stile, sir, thank you very much indeed. 
Good evening, Miss Isabel ; good evening, sir." 

They watched the little figure as she walked 
briskly away, trying not to look as if the basket 
were too heavy for her slender arms, and Mr. 
Thornton said with a sigh, 

" They are putting too much on that child, mak- 
ing a woman of her ten years too early, I must 
speak to her mother about it." 

Ten minutes later he had deposited his young 
companion at the Park gate, and was driving swiftly 
away to visit a patient at the other end of the parish. 



CHAPTER III. 
TWO FRIENDS. 

AS Letty Stone crossed the fields to her brother's 
cottage, two men might have been seen slowly 
Wiilking towards it from another direction. Both 
wore the ordinary dress of farm-labourers, but in all 
other respects their appearance differed singularly 
from each other. The younger of the two was a 
sHghtly-builtfair-comptexioned man of about thirty, 
sufficiently like Letty to be at once rect^inisable as 
her brother, though there was nearly a score of 
years' difference in age between them. His com- 
panion might have been nearly ten years older, and' 
had what most people would call a forbidding coun- 
tenance ; dark and sullen, while his figure, naturally 
tall and powerful, had a continual slouch that gave 
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him the appearance of being older than he really 
was. 

Stephen Moore was the ne'er-do-weel of Sun- 
ningford parish, who had lost more places than any 
other waggoner in the county, and was looked upon 
as a black sheep by most of the respectable work- 
men of the neighbourhood. The old couple with 
whom he lodged were little troubled with his com- 
pany, his spare hours being spent at the ale-house, 
and no one in the village knew much of his former 
history, though there were dark rumours of his 
having broken his wife's heart, and driven his only 
son into running away to sea, through his violent 
temper and inveterate habits of drink. Neverthe- 
less, when sober there was no better waggoner in 
the country, and Mr. Hughes, (the farmer to whom 
Charles Stone was shepherd,) had borne with him 
longer than most of his former employers. This 
was partly owing to Stone's influence, for, no one 
knew how or why, a strong friendship existed be- 
tween the two men, and Charles being a favourite 
with his master, had managed several times to save 
Stephen from threatened dismissal. 

At last, however, Mr. Hughes' patience was ex- 
hausted'; the complaints of Stephen which reached 
his ears from all sides becoming more and more 
frequent. He was suspected of night poaching in 
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the Squire's coverts, he had been seen returning to 
his lodgings at night in a condition that rendered 
his getting there at all extremely doubtful, he had 
lost his temper with his fellow-workmen, and on 
being found fault with had spoken insolently to 
Mr. Hughes himself The farmer had been for- 
bearing, partly to oblige his right hand man Charles 
Stone, who chose to make a friend of this worthless 
scamp, and partly it must be owned because his 
noble team of waggon horses had never looked so 
well as under Moore's care; but the climax had 
been reached at last, and Moore had received notice 
to leave at the end of a week. He appeared to 
concern himself little about the matter, well know- 
ing that, as labourers were scarce, he should have no 
difficulty in maintaining himself by job work for a 
time. His old landlord rejoiced at the prospect of 
being quit of a troublesome inmate, who disturbed 
him by returning at all manner of irr^ular hours 
during the night, and only Charles Stone felt any 
regret at the prospect of losing the comrade with 
whom he had worked for several months. Even 
the gentle-hearted Rector had almost given up in 
despair any hope of reclaiming Stephen Moore, 
and Mr. Thornton in one of his hurried drives to 
see a dying patient, had been made very angry by 
finding the road blocked by Mr. Hughes's waggon 
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being drawn across it, the horses unheld, while 
Moore was r^aling himself in the public-house. 
The Trevor children had heard from their old nurse 
tales of Moore's former cruelty to his wife and son, 
and Mrs. Crawford had been worked up to great 
indignation by the wrongs of a little boy imported 
from the workhouse, who had been employed by 
Mr. Hughes as underling to his waggoner. It was 
strange, and to the neighbours almost incompre- 
hensible, why Charles Stone should have chosen to 
make a friend of this parish outlaw. 

" I wish you would think better of it, old chap," 
the latter was saying as they crossed the last field 
leading to his own cottage. " Let me speak to the 
master for you, you'll not easily get a better one, 
and 'tis a pity to lose a good place for want of word 
in time." 

" No," replied Stephen Moore with some bitter- 
ness. " I'll not be kept on as a favour after what 
Mr. Hughes has chosen to say. If he can do with- 
out me, I can do without him. I'm pretty well 
used to changes now, and there's not much I'm 
sorry to leave here, except the black colt, and the 
old roan mare. They'll miss me may be." 

" / shall miss you a bit, Steve," said his friend 
reproachfully, and there was a pause before the 
other answered. 
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"You're a good fellow, Charlie, and it's a pity- 
there ain't more like you. You've been always 
friendly to me, and I've felt it, but then your missis 
IS like the rest. She hates to see me darken your 
doors, and will be glad enough to hear I'm safe off 
the farm. There ! good-night, lad, I'm not coming 
any further." 

" Come in to supper," said Charles catching him 
by the arm. " I'll answer for Susan not saying a 
word to vex you. Come in, Steve, do; I don't 
want you to go off to the Dragon to-night." 

His friend gave a loud reckless laugh. " What ! 
desert the only fireside that ever gives me a kindly 
welcome ? No, no, Charlie, I'm not so ungrateful 
as that. The Dragon and I are old friends, and 
I'd sooner smoke my pipe there, than intrude where 
I'm not wanted. Look ! there's your wife and one 
of the little ones looking out for you. Good night." 
And the solitary miserable man turned away and 
strode fast across the rimy fields, unable in spite 
of his recklessness to watch the loving welcome 
that formed so great a contrast to his own lone- 
liness. 

" Home at last, Charlie !" said his wife, a young 
bustling cheerful woman with her six weeks old 
babe in her arms, while the three elder children, 
varying from six to two years in age, ran to see who 
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would be the first to claim Daddy^s kiss. " Here's 
Letty been waiting to see you, and telling me the 
doctor says you shouldn't neglect your cough as 
you've been doing." 

"That's easy for him to say," replied Charles, 
sitting down with one child on his knee, and the 
other two clinging to his coat, " but what is a fellow 
to do if he's unlucky enough to have a cough in the 
lambing season ? The creatures must be looked 
after, and there's no one Mr. Hughes trusts like 
me." 

"True enough," said the wife with a just pride in 
her tone. " He would be badly off enough if he 
lost you I think, but you are awful hoarse to-night, 
and must have something hot and go to bed as 
soon as you can." 

" And I must run home, or mother'll be anxious," 
said Letty. " Oh, is that ' black Steve' going across 
the big meadow ? Charlie, I'm afraid of him, do 
you know. I can't think how you can seem to like 
him as you do." 

"Ay," said Mrs. Stone, "John Smith was saying 
yesterday it's a shame to see the best fellow in the 
parish hand in glove with the worst. I can't think 
how you came to take up with him as you have^ 
I'm sure for my part, I'm glad enough the master 
has given him notice." 



26 Let^s Mission. 

" Poor Steve !" said Stone with a sigh. " There's 
more good in him than people think. Letty child, 
5rou mustn't stay, it's a dark evening and mother'U 
be expecting you. Tell father I hope his rheu- 
matism'll soon be better." 

Letty's home, (which was about a mile and a 
half from her brother's,) was the principal entrance 
lodge of Mr. Trevor's park. It was as cosy and 
pretty a dwelling as heart could desire, a three- 
roomed house all on the ground floor, with latticed 
windows, that in summer peeped out through a 
bower of climbing roses and jessamine. 

Her father, old James Stone, had for years been 
head gardener at the Park ; and his master, who 
loved the old man, and knew it would break his 
heart to find himself considered past work, would 
never appoint any one in his place, but had two 
efficient under-gardeners to do the actual labour, 
and allowed old James to superintend the whole. 
He was a fine old man, how many years past 
seventy no one exactly knew, not even his wife, 
whom he had married late in life and who was her- 
self very much younger. He had some children 
by a former marriage, all married or out in service, 
as well as Charles, and a married daughter who 
came between him and Letty. There had been 
others who had died in infancy, and little Letty 
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was the idol of both parents, the Benjamin of her 
father's old age, and her mother's stay and right 
hand. The child was so womanly in character that 
every one, (her parents perhaps most of all,) was 
prone to forget how very young she really was, and 
to allow her to undertake far more than her strength 
of body and mind rendered prudent. In con- 
sequence she had gained what the neighbours called 
the * old-fashioned' air, that distinguished her from 
other children. Letty's mother was full of the news 
of Master Percy's accident, of which Letty had not 
heard, though she had rather wondered at seeing 
Miss Isabel in her habit, driving in Mr. Thornton's 
dog-cart. Mrs. Stone was inclined to be very dole- 
ful about it, but then dolefulness was rather her 
line, and she was also depressed about Charlie's 
cough, which Letty could not but acknowledge was 
worse than it had been a week ago. 

" He ought to give up and lie by a bit," she said 
shaking her head. "What is the use of keeping 
about till he's too bad to hold out any longer ? I'm 
sure Mr. Hughes wouldn't wish it. He thinks so 
much of Charlie." 

" Lying by never did any one any good yet," said 
old James, from the fireside where he was warming 
his feet at the logs laid crosswise on the ground, 
as was the custom in most of the cottages of the 



28 Lettys Mission, 

neighbourhood. ^'Best keep about so long as 
you've breath left in you to do it." 

"Ah, Charlie's not got your constitution," said 
his wife with a sigh. 

But Letty, who never could bear to see her 
mother look sad, here began to speak hopefully of 
the remedies Mr. Thornton had promised, and her 
hope that Charlie would, as he said, get all right 
when the spring weather came. 



CHAPTER IV. 

PATIENT AND IMPATIENT. 

LADY Mary Trevor would not leave her boy 
during the first part of the night, but towards 
morning Mr. Crawford, who had already looked in 
several times, persuaded her to go and lie down for 
a few hours while he took her place. 

Percy was sleeping, though rather restlessly, when 
this change of nurses occurred, and when about five 
o'clock he opened his eyes, it was the kind face of 
the Rector that was bending over him. 

The boy was feverish and in pain, and his friend 
had some difficulty in preventing him from tossing 
about, and disturbing the splints and bandages 
round the injured limb. Mr. Crawford smoothed 
his pillows with the gentleness of a woman, and 
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held a glass of lemonade to his fevered lips, but 
Percy was too uncomfortable to be grateful, and 
was rather aggrieved that his mother should have 
left him. 

" You would not like to make her ill," said Mr. 
Crawford, quietly. " You know she is not strong, 
and the fright yesterday has almost knocked her up." 

"What has become of Belle?" was the next 
question, not that Percy wanted his sister to be 
with him, but it made him feel injured that she 
should have been able to stay away. 

" My brother-in-law took her home ; she was 
tired and overdone, poor child ! I am sure she will 
be with you early to-day if you want her." 

" I don't want any one," was the ungracious an- 
swer, " only to get rid of this pain, and to be able 
to move about. Oh, Mr. Crawford, how long will 
it last r 

" My poor boy, I cannot tell. The quieter you 
can make up your mind to remain, the better chance 
there is for the poor leg. But Percy, though I 
grieve to see you suffer, I cannot help feeling very 
thankful." 

" For what ?" asked the boy with a fresh par- 
oxysm of impatience. 

" That the injury was not here," and Mr. Crawford 
laid his hand softly on the brown curly head. " My 
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boy, I don't think you know how narrowly you 
have escaped fearful danger — perhaps death." 

Death ! It was altogether a new idea to Percy's 
mind, and made him think of his accident in a 
different light. 

Death ! To be hurried in one moment from his 
active thoughtless schoolboy world into — what? 
He shuddered at the thought and was silent for 
some moments. He had heard people speak of 
dying and going to heaven as if it were a matter 
of course, and like most boys, religion had little 
real hold on his mind. There would be time 
enough for all that when he was older. But now — 
only a few hours before, without any preparation or 
warning, he had been very near death, near leaving 
his parents, and brother, and sisters, and the bright 
living world all round him. How could he have 
met such a change } Heaven ! what was Heaven, 
and where } And how would he have been fit for 
it, hurried away from his thoughtless life, his last 
act one of disobedience ? 

Mr. Crawford's voice, gentle yet solemn, broke 
in on his troubled maze of thoughts. "My boy, 
have you thanked GOD that your life was spared } 
If not — " as Percy shook his head sadly, " shall we 
do it together? keep quiet, you must not move," 
and kneeling by the bedside, the clergyman offered 
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up a brief, but fervent thanksgiving that the young 
life had been spared, and prayed that it might be 
for better things. 

After this Percy dozed a little, but the pain was 
still severe, though his friend saw that he was 
making an effort to bear it more patiently. He 
soon grew wakeful again, and Mr. Crawford thought 
it best to try to divert his mind from present things, 
and his own sufferings,, if possible. 

" I have lately been visiting a lad not very much 
older than you, who has met with an accident, and 
is in far worse plight," he said, as Percy groaned 
with the pain he was so little accustomed to bear. 
" I think your father knows him — ^poor Bob Jeffreys, 
the widow's son. He was employed on the railway, 
and during the shunting of some trucks he met 
with a fearful accident One leg is gone, the other 
badly fractured, and for many days his life was 
despaired of." 

" I remember him !" Percy cried, " a jolly obligfing 
fellow who used to work in the garden a few years 
ago. Poor Bob ! Where is he now ?" 

"In the Hospital at Hetherington ; fortunately 
he was near enough to be carried there direct, and 
the prompt and skilful attention he received, under 
God's mercy, saved his life. Poor lad ! only three 
years ago I was preparing him for Confirmation, 
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and of not one of my boys did I feel more hopeful, 
as he knelt to renew his baptismal vow, and receive 
the blessing from the Bishop. I remember how 
glad I felt that he had been able to come to the 
Confirmation and Holy Communion, before setting 
forth alone and so young, to make his own way in 
the world. I little thought how I should see him 
next — maimed, unconscious, and apparently dying, 
among strangers, yet with scarcely a look of trouble 
on his brave young face, as he lay there so white 
and still." 

"But he is getting better?" cried Percy, eagerly. 

" Yes, thank GOD, they say he is out of danger 
now, but it is sad to think of the maimed life before 
him. The only thing he frets about himself, is, 
that he will be a burden on his mother, instead of 
as he hoped, poor lad ! being able to provide for 
her in her old age." 

" But won't the railway people do something for 
him ?" 

" I hope so, but it will not amount to very much. 
By-and-by they talk of getting up a subscription 
to purchase an artificial leg, but it is too soon to 
think of that yet." 

Percy lay thinking for awhile, and then said, 
" Do you often go to the Hospital, Mr. Crawford T 

" Whenever I am in Hetherington, if as usually 

D 
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happens, I have any friends among the patients. 
I have been to see Bob nearly every week since 
he was laid up." 

" Isn't it dreadful to see so many people all ill, 
or in pain ?" 

" Less so than visiting them at their own homes, 
generally speaking. It is so comforting to see that 
everything, as far as may be, is being done to make 
the poor patients more comfortable. All is so clean, 
and quiet, and cheerful too, as far as the kind 
nurses have it in their power to render it so — I 
often think the poor people must feel the change 
when they return home, still weak from recent 
recovery. Yet of course there is much terrible pain, 
very sad to witness, and beyond what any skill of 
man has power to remove." 

Percy lay silent for a while, and then asked 
whether there were books in the Hospital, he re- 
membered Bob Jeffreys used to be very fond of 
reading. 

" There are books, but I dare say he has read 
nearly all those in his ward by this time." 

"I should like to send him some," said Percy, 
quite eagerly, for the interest in a fellow-sufferer 
was leading him to forget his own pain for a time. 
" Isabel will see about it, I know one or two that 
he will be sure to like." 



Patient and Impatient, 3 5 

"All right," said Mr. Crawford, smiling, "you 
can talk it over when your sister comes by-and-by, 
but lie still and rest now, my boy, or Mr. Thornton 
will say I am a bad nurse. See ! it is quite day- 
light, I dare say you are not sorry the long night 
is over, and here comes your mother with some 
tea." 




CHAPTER V. 



ISABEL PRACTISES NURSING. 



ISABEL Trevor thought it very hard, on the 
morning after her brother's accident, to be ex- 
pected to conform to schoolroom rules, and to get 
through the daily amount of morning study, instead 
of rushing to the Vicarage the moment breakfast 
was over. 

But Miss Empson reminded her that a message 
had already been brought, reporting that Percy had 
had a tolerable night and was going on well, and 
that quiet was the chief thing enjoined. Little 
Edith was also longing to see her brother, but 
yield.ed to Miss Empson's representations that the 
fewer faces he saw at present the better, whereas, 
in a few days he would be able to enjoy her com- 
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pany, and indeed would require as much amuse- 
ment as could be afforded him. So Edith wisely 
set herself to her daily occupations as diligently as 
she could, though her affection for Percy was no 
less than that of her sister, who could fix her mind 
on nothing, and was continually running to the 
window to see if another messenger were coming 
across the park. However, Miss Empson was 
merciful, and at half past eleven she bade Isabel 
put away her unfinished tasks, and sent both girls 
to get ready for their walk. They found Mrs. 
Crawford sitting with Percy, who was tolerably 
cheerful, though suffering from the weariness of 
lying in one posture. He was only allowed one 
visitor at a time, and Edith begged that she might 
be the first, as she had not seen him for such a long 
time. 

Percy was very fond of his little sister, who was 
about five years younger than himself, and it pleased 
him to have her sitting quietly by his bedside, and 
ransacking her little brains for everything she could 
think of to tell him, that might amuse him. Isabel 
meanwhile, waiting downstairs, chafed inwardly at 
her own visit being delayed, and made such short 
answers to all Mrs. Crawford's kind questions, that 
the latter could not fail to perceive that something 
was amiss. When Lady Mary presently came 
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down, looking anxious and weary, Isabel sprang 
forward and scarcely pausing for a hasty greeting 
to her mother, exclaimed, 

" Mamma, will you send Edie down and let me 
go to Percy? She will only tire him with her 
chatter, and I am sure he wants me to be with him. 
And oh ! do let me stay to-night, I am so miserable 
away." 

" Poor child," said her mother kindly, " I am very 
sorry for you, darling, but we can't crowd kind Mrs. 
Crawford's house with any more people, nor indeed," 
as Mrs. Crawford assured her there would be no 
difficulty in point of room, " could you be any use 
to the dear boy at present. He must be kept so 
very quiet, and not allowed to talk. But you may 
go up now and send Edie to me. Mind you do 
not tire or excite him." 

Again Isabel felt hurt and angry at this repeated 
injunction. Surely of all people in the world she 
was the least likely to be a tiring companion for 
her brother, she who considered herself bom with 
a talent for nursing, and so ardently aspired to turn 
it to account. She ran quickly up the stairs, and 
entering Percy's room, saw him lying very quietly 
with his rough dark curls tossed about the white 
pillow, against which his face looked really quite 
healthy with its sunburnt hue and slight flush of pain. 
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Edie had brought him a tiny nosegay from the 
conservatory at home, and though Percy in general 
professed to despise flowers, he now seemed to like 
the little sprigs of myrtle and heliotrope, and was 
asking Edith to put them in water as his elder 
sister entered. Isabel took possession as a matter 
of right of the chair by his bedside, telling her sister 
to " run away" in a tone of authority that Edith 
never thought of disputing, though Percy seemed 
sorry to lose his bright little visitor. His " good- 
bye" kiss to her was more hearty than that with 
which he welcomed Isabel, and the latter felt the 
difference with another pang of envy. 

"I wanted so dreadfully to stay with you last 
night," she said after asking how he felt, and re- 
ceiving a somewhat gruff* reply, " but Mr. Thornton 
would not let me. It was so unkind of him." 

*' You could not have done me any good," said 
Percy wearily. "I suppose there's nothing to be 
done but grin and bear it, and I am sure they are 
awfully good to me here, mother and Mr. Crawford 
and all of them. Mr. Crawford sat up with me 
half the night." 

" Did he ? That was kind, but I wish you were 
at home, dear Percy, so that I could look after you 
always." 

"Mr. Crawford has been telling me about Bob 



40 Lettys Mission, 

Jeffreys. Don't you remember him, that jolly 
round-faced boy who used to work in the garden ? 
Well, he's worse off than I am," and Percy pro- 
ceeded to relate to his sister the particulars of Bob's 
accident, ending with his own wish to send him 
any books that might be likely to amuse him. 
" ' Robinson Crusoe' he will have read I think," he 
said musingly, "but there's 'Settlers in Canada/ 
and 'Masterman Ready,' and 'The little Savage,' 
those are the sort he would like, I know. Just look 
them out when you go home, like a good girl, and 
we'll ask Mr. Crawford to take them to him next 
time he drives to Hetherington." 

"I'll see about them, — ^but would not you like 
some books for yourself?" 

"Oh, I don't know!" and Percy gave a weary 
stretch and sigh as he looked through the window, 
and saw how brightly the sunshine was lighting up 
the evergreens in the garden beneath. " It makes 
me sick to think of lying here, and when I asked 
Mr. Thornton if I should ever be as good at cricket 
as I used to be, he said he could not promise !" 
Then after a pause, " I say. Belle, is Sunbeam all 
right ? I asked Mother, and she did not seem to 
know. It will be an awful bore if I have damaged 
him as well as myself." 

This was just the question that Isabel had been 
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dreading, for it had been impressed upon her that 
Percy was in a state requiring the utmost care and 
quiet, and she knew that he would excite himself 
greatly at hearing of any mishap to his favourite. 

" He galloped off all right after your fall," she 
said evasively. "He and Fairy were scampering 
over the fields for a long time after it happened." 

" And his knees are not marked ? Don't deceive 
me, Belle. I know you are keeping something 
back." 

" Dear Percy, why are you so suspicious ?" 

" I am sure of it," he exclaimed growing feverish 
under the suspense. " Don't beat about the bush 
so. I had far rather know the truth." 

Isabel burst into tears. " Percy, mamma and all 
of them will be angry with me for telling you." 

" I don't care, I will not be treated like a baby, 
if you do not tell me at once I will find some one 
who will." 

He had raised himself on his elbow and was 
breathing fast in his excitement. Isabel in nervous 
perplexity turned towards the door, as if meditating 
an escape. Her brother caught her arm angrily. 

" You shall not stir till you have told me." 

"Gently, young man," said Mr. Thornton who 
entered at that moment, and was not a little dis- 
turbed at his patient's flushed and feverish appear- 
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ance. " What you have to do at present is to obey 
orders, not issue them. Lie down quietly, and be 
good enough not to talk until I give you leave. 
Now, Miss Isabel, what is all this about ?" 

" She won't tell me whether Sunbeam is lamed 
or not," cried Percy, who between passion and 
weakness could now scarcely keep from crying, and 
felt furious with himself for the inclination to do so, 
" and it is all nonsense trying to humbug me." 

" There, hold your tongue," said Mr. Thornton, 
gently but forcibly laying him back on his pillows. 
" Now, Miss Isabel, as it has gone so far, it will be 
best to speak out I think." 

" Sunbeam is lame," Isabel said sorrowfully. " I 
don't know whether he struck his leg against the 
hurdles, or whether it may have been done after- 
wards in galloping about, but when Michael went 
to catch the ponies and bring them home he found 
Sunbeam standing on three legs." 

" I knew it," cried Percy, " why could not you 
have said so at once instead of bothering a fellow } 
What does George say about him .^" 

" Oh, you know George always croaks. Well, if 
I must tell you, he is afraid he is badly strained. 
Dear Percy, do not vex about it, you shall have 
Fairy whenever you like." 

" Fairy indeed !" said the boy impatiently, " as if 
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that would make up, or as if I would take a girl's pony, 
— oh, what a fool I've been ! Father always said 
Sunbeam was too good for me, and he was such a 
beauty," he could not finish the sentence with com- 
posure, and hastily turned his face towards the wall. 

Mr. Thornton signed to Isabel to leave them, but 
she was slow in taking the hint, pride and affection 
alike making her anxious to stay and comfort her 
brother. Mr. Thornton, with more tact, guessed 
how much the boy would dislike any notice being 
taken of his unwonted show of emotion. Impatient 
at Isabel's delay, the doctor presently looked up to 
say with some sharpness, 

" Miss Isabel, I think you had better leave my 
patient with me now, the fewer visitors he has the 
better, and he has already talked too much." 

Isabel's eyes were full of angry tears, but she 
managed to hold her head high and tried to look 
unconcerned, as she came to the bedside and took 
Percy's hot limp hand. 

"Good-bye, dear," she said lingering over her 
farewells in a sort of defiance of Mr. Thornton's 
peremptory orders. 

The doctor rose, opened the door, and quietly 
bowed her out, and she went down to her mother 
in no mood to receive amiably Lady Mary's mild 
reproach for having stayed so long. 



CHAPTER VI. 

A VISIT TO THE DOCTOR. 

" T T is of no use trying to deceive me, Charlie, 
A you are bad this evening, and must let me 
send for the doctor to come and see you. Why I 
can but just hear your voice, and you're looking 
that pale — " 

"Well, wife, I don't feel right," acknowledged 
Charles Stone wearily. " But it is a fine evening, 
and instead of sending for the doctor I thought I 
would step up and see him. The walk will do me 
no harm, and it ain't fair to trouble him so late." 
" Mr. Thornton wouldn't mind coming." 
" No, I dare say not. But I've a mind for the 
walk I think. Little Jack may come along if you 
don't think it's too late for him." . 
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Jack was all delight at a walk with "Daddy," 
^nd the two set forth. Before they had gone far 
they overtook Mr. Hughes, who was taking an 
evening saunter round the farm, and looking well- 
pleased at the excellent order in which his turnip- 
fed sheep throve under Stone's care. 

" I am sorry to hear your cough so bad though," 
he said, " if we were not so plaguy short of hands, 
I should insist on your lying by for a bit till you 
got right." 

" I wish you'd give poor Stephen another chance, 
sir," said Charles eagerly, " he would be glad enough 
to come back." 

" I dare say ! No, thank you, Stone, I am too 
glad to be quit of the good-for-nothing rascal. 
Haven't you heard the story of the last scrape he's 
got into? Poaching the Squire's pheasants! I 
hope he'll get paid out for it at any rate." 

" I heard that story, sir, but begging your pardon, 
I don't think it's true. Poor Steve's got so bad a 
name that every one's hand is against liim. He 
was seen in the wood late one evening just before 
the shot was heard, but that was all the evidence 
against him." 

" And what do you suppose he had gone there 
for else ? Nonsense, man, why the keeper picked 
up a wounded pheasant not half an hour after." 
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" I know, sir, but I don't believe Stephen would 
tell me an untruth, and he swears the shot was 
none of his firing. Turner told me long ago he 
suspected there was a gang of poachers about from 
Emsbury." 

" Well, have it your own way, but don't bother 
me about that scamp any more. I can't think what 
makes you so fond of him, for a surlier, more ill- 
conditioned fellow I never came across. I hope 
you'll soon get to look a bit better yourself, for that 
cough is pulling you to pieces. Can't the doctor 
give you something to keep it off?" 

" I am on my way, sir, to see him now, and it 
will be getting late for my little lad to be out: 
good evening." 

"Come in, Charles Stone," said Rachel, the 
doctor's kindly old housekeeper, " Mr. Reginald will 
not be long. Come in and rest a bit, and the little 
boy too. My! you do look bad. What's been 
the matter ?" 

" A bad cold," said Charles, trying to repress the 
cough which was shaking him from head to foot 
" I ought to have minded the doctor's advice sooner. 
I am afraid now I've let it go on too long." 

" Nay, don't say that," said the old woman kindly, 
" Sit down, and I'll make you a cup of tea. Here, 
little Jack, sit on this stool, father's tired I know." 
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" Is Mr. Thornton gone far ?" Stone asked. 

" Well, he's had a busy day, there's a deal of sick- 
ness about I believe. So many folks have got their 
lungs bad, from the damp and wet this spring. 
But, I believe, now he's only gone to the rectory to 
see Master Percy. He's coming on nicely, they 
hope to move him home to-morrow. Her ladyship 
will be glad to get him back. Poor Miss Isabel's 
almost worried herself ill, and the Squire's not looked 
like himself since the accident Every one loves 
that boy, and to be sure it's no great wonder, for 
he's a pleasant free-spoken young gentleman as 
ever walked." 

" Master Bernard isn't home, I suppose ?" 

" No, he's too busy with his reading, I believe, 
to come home till Easter, though I'm sure he must 
have fretted being away from Master Percy when 
he was ill. There never were two brothers fonder 
of each other. Some say the young squire has 
the kindest heart of the two, he's not so free and 
ready as Master Percy, but then he don't forget so 
easily." 

" I wish he had been home," said Charles with a 
sigh. " I'd have asked him to get the Squire to do 
me a kindness. But I expect Mr. Thornton will 
do as well." 

" Something you are wanting for yourself ? Nay, 
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I shouldn't think that would be hard to get. 
There's no one the Squire thinks so much of as your 
father. How is the old gentleman, by-the-bye ? 
and your mother, and dear little Letty ? I haven't 
seen them this week and more." 

The good-natured old woman chattered on, and 
Charles made brief answers here and there, while 
little Jack divided his attention between a large 
piece of cake and old Wolf, who lay on the rug. 

Presently the dog cocked his ears, and sprang up 
in a listening attitude, and Rachel saying, " There's 
Mr. Reginald," ran out to open the door. The 
doctor's cheery voice was heard asking if any one 
were waiting to see him, and Rachel answered 
almost in a whisper, 

" Yes, sir, poor Charlie Stone from Heathfield, 
and I believe he ought to be in his bed now, he's 
looking dreadful bad." 

Mr. Thornton threw off his great coat, and 
went straight to the little room where Charles sat, 
shivering over Rachel's cheerful fire. A glance 
showed Mr. Thornton that this was no trifling case. 
In spite of his brave struggle to hold up, the man 
looked terribly ill, and there was a sound in the 
cough which told its own sad tale. 

" What business have you out this foggy night ?" 
said the doctor, almost angrily, as his visitor rose 
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and greeted him. "Why couldn't you have sent 
for me instead of coming yourself? all the medicine 
in the world won't do you as much good, as the 
damp and cold will do harm." 

" Well, sir," said Charles, with a half-smile, " I was 
half afraid you'd say so, but the truth is I wanted 
badly to see you alone." 

"And to say something you didn't want your 
good wife to know } Well, my man, I think that 
might have been managed without risking an attack 
of inflammation, which is what I fear you are doing 
now." 

" It's not about myself, sir, at least not exactly. 
But you see the Squire most days, and I thought 
perhaps you or Mr. Crawford would say a word to 
him about poor Stephen Moore, and this poaching 
business." 

A violent fit of coughing interrupted him here, 
but Mr. Thornton silently pushed a chair towards 
him, and sitting down himself, waited patiently 
until Charles was able to continue. 

" You see, sir, he hasn't a friend in the world but 
me — and if — if I were gone I don't know what 
would become of the poor fellow. I don't myself 
believe that Stephen did shoot the pheasant, but 
Turner thinks he did, and if the Squire prosecutes, 
the evidence will go strong against him. I thought 

B 
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of going to see Mr. Crawford, but I found I couldn't 
walk so far as the Vicarage as well as here, and 
Susan was bent on my seeing you to-night." 

Mr. Thornton's bright keen eyes had been steadily 
fixed on the young shepherd, and he had noticed 
with sorrow the quick-changing colour, the laboured 
breathing and anxious oppressed air with which 
he spoke. The doctor rose and paced the room 
thoughtfully for some moments, and after pausing 
to recover his voice, Charles went on. 

" If Stephen were convicted and sent to prison, 
it would be all up with him. People wouldn't think 
so to look at him, but he is one of the proudest 
fellows that ever breathed — I don't believe there'd 
be any hope for him in this world or the next, 
he'd get so hard and reckless. He's fond of me, 
poor fellow! though it is little enough I've done 
for him, and we've been chums together some 
years now. But he's gone from bad to worse, and 
lost one place after another, and I do believe if 
this goes on, it will be the end of it, for he told me 
last night he'd drown himself before he would go 
to prison." 

Charles's voice failed again, and there were tears 
in his eyes as he pleaded, for the last time, for his 
graceless comrade. 

" I don't know that I can do much," said Mr. 
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Thornton after some consideration, " you see it is 
no concern of mine, and Mr. Trevor, kind as he is, 
may naturally object to any meddling in his own 
aifairs, but — well, for your sake. Stone, Til try. 
And you ought to be much obliged to me, for if 
there is one thing in the world I thoroughly hate, 
it is asking a favour. Now, don't talk any more, 
but let me see about these lungs of yours, and then 
the sooner you get home out of the fog the better. 
Do you hear, young one T he added, stroking Jack's 
curly head. **You are not to let father speak a 
word all the way home, and tell mother to put him 
to bed, and not let him move out of it until I give 
him leave." 

" Tis a bad job, sir, I expect," said Charles, quietly, 
as the doctor silently laid down his stethoscope, 
and stood for some moments deep in thought. 

Mr. Thornton hesitated. " Not that, I hope, but 
it would be wrong not to tell you that your left 
lung is in a ticklish condition : why, it is no use for 
you to deny it, you are in bad pain now, and cannot 
draw a deep breath. I've a great mind to let Tom 
drive you home, you are not fit to walk." 

" I can manage, sir, thank you. Jack and I'll 
take our time, and it would frighten my wife to see 
me come home any other way." 

" Muffle your throat up in this comforter then. 
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and take a dose of this medicine when you are in 
bed. ril be with you early to-morrow." 

"That poor fellow is not long for this world," 
muttered the doctor to himself, as his patient de- 
parted. " He's not the stuff farm-labourers should 
be made of— what has his master been thinking of 
to let him be exposed day after day to such weather 
as we have had ? I must not forget the promise I 
made him, though it goes against me to interfere 
in behalf of such a drunken surly fellow as Moore. 
I don't suppose the Squire will refuse any request 
I make of him, just now that his heart is softened 
by Percy's recovery. Poor little fellow! he has 
borne the suffering and imprisonment much better 
than I expected, considering how spoiled he has 
been all his life. I don't think he has fretted over 
anything but his pony's lameness, which that blun- 
dering little sister of his contrived to let out so 
clumsily. Poor child, what a mixture of folly and 
conceit she is. Philip says I am hard upon her, 
but she does provoke me, fancying herself so clever 
in a sick room, and always managing to do more 
harm than good. — What ! dinner-time, Rachel ? I 
did not know it was so late. No, I won't have my 
slippers, thank you ; I must go up to the Hall to- 
night, there's no one ill, but I want to speak to the 
Squire on business." 



CHAPTER VII. 

ILLNESS AND TROUBLE. 

" T T E is very ill, Mrs. Stone," said the doctor the 
-■■ A next morning, in answer to poor Susan's 
anxious eyes, as she stood by her husband's bed- 
side, after giving an account of the terrible pain 
and oppression he had been enduring all night, 
" but I hope with care and good nursing he may 
get over this attack. Keep up the poulticing con- 
stantly, and give him milk or beef tea as often as 
he is able to take them. Above all, keep him quiet, 
he must not talk, remember. Is there no neighbour 
you can get to look after the children, so that you 
can be freer to attend on him .?" 

" Letty'll be down presently, sir," was the answer. 
" The children will do better with her than any one, 
and she is such a comfort in the house." 
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" I believe I have arranged what you wished," 
said Mr. Thornton bending over the sick man and 
speaking low. "The Squire will let the matter 
drop, more to please you than anything else. He 
has a great regard for your father, as you know." 

"Thank you, sir," murmured Charles hoarsely. 
" Tm sure Pm much obliged : it's one weight off 
my mind at least." 

"But there are others pressing on you, I fear? 
I can see your brain is working about something, 
I ought not to let you talk, but if there is any way 
of making your mind quieter — " 

Charles looked round nervously. His wife was 
standing near the window trying to hush the baby 
which was fretting. Mr. Thornton bent his ear 
closer, and caught the words, 

" I'm in a bad way. I see you think so, though 
you can't bear to tell her. What will become of 
them all, poor souls ?" 

" God defendeth the fatherless and widow," said 
Mr. Thornton reverently. "But I hope by His 
mercy, you may yet be spared, at least for a time, 
though I won't disguise from you that your lungs 
are seriously affected. You never had a strong 
constitution, and it has been over-taxed." 

Mr. Thornton left the cottage on foot, and walked 
back to Mr. Hughes' farm, where he had left his 
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horse. The farmer led it out himself, and anxiously 
inquired what was the report of his shepherd. 

"A bad look-out, I fear," was the reply. "FU 
do my best for the poor fellow, but I am afraid the 
mischief has gone too far." 

Then observing Mr. Hughes* start of dismay. 

" I am not blaming you, no amount of care could 
have made a strong man of Charles Stone, but it is 
my belief that he has held on till he can do so no 
longer. This has been a very trying spring, and I 
fancy your men have been busier than usual." 

" I wish Fd lost every head of stock on my farm 
sooner than this should have come about," said the 
farmer bitterly. "There's no more steady trust- 
worthy man in the parish than Charles Stone, and 
it*s like losing my right hand. Poor fellow! Fd 
give any money to set him up again." 

" Money can't interfere with life and death," said 
the doctor. " But you are a good man, Mr. Hughes, 
and your wife has a kind heart, I know. Any little 
comforts you can send in the way of nourishment 
will be a help to the poor fellow." 

" He shall be welcome to anything we've got," 
said the farmer heartily, and at that moment his 
wife, a kindly lady-like looking person joined them, 
and to her Mr. Thornton gave full directions as to 
the food and wine necessary for the patient. 
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When he paid another visit to the cottage that 
afternoon, Mr. Thornton found Letty installed in 
charge of the children ; the baby in her arms and 
the other three clustering round her, so that the 
poor mother was free to attend to her sick husband. 
The babe fell asleep while he was there, and the 
next youngest, a stout eighteen months old boy, 
insisted on being taken up and nursed by his little 
aunt 

" That fellow is too big for you to carry about, 
Letty," said Mr. Thornton, pausing to look at the 
group, as he passed through the kitchen. " Take 
care you don't hurt your back lifting him." 

Letty smiled, and said she would be careful, and 
then ventured a timid inquiry as to what he thought 
of her brother. Mr. Thornton looked grave as he 
answered, 

" I can hardly tell yet. He is seriously ill, the 
mischief has been going on long before he would 
allow himself to lie up. I am afraid he is in a very 
critical state." Then as if suddenly remembering 
what a child he was speaking to he added, " You 
are a good little soul to come and help your poor 
sister-in-law in her need. But don't be doing any- 
thing foolish, sitting up at night, and so on. I say, 
what makes you cough like that ?" 

" IVe a cold, sir, I think, it isn't much." 
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" Well, make haste and get rid of it. Now are 
you going to sleep here, or go home ?" 

" I must go home, sir, in time for father's supper. 
Mother is coming here to stop the night." 

During the earlier stages of Charles Stone's ill- 
ness, Mr. Thornton hoped that with the utmost 
exertion of skill and care he might be able to pull 
through. But soon this slight hope began to wane, 
when he found with what a weakened over-taxed 
constitution he had to deal. The days went by, 
and each night found the fever higher, the strength 
less, till at last it became evident to all, that without 
a miracle all chance of recovery was lost. 

The poor have no time to indulge in what may 
be called the poetry of grief. Children must be 
fed, and household cares attended to, even while 
the heart is breaking, and despair staring the wife 
and mother in the face. 

Poor Susan had no lack of helpers. Charles had 
even been a favourite with his fellow-workmen, as 
well as a trusted servant of his master, and many 
were the rough but kindly offers of assistance which 
came to her daily. 

Charles' mother was continually at the cottage, 
but her feeble health and nerves prevented her from 
taking much share in the nursing, and the poor old 
father had from the very first refused to indulge in 
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any hope. His silent grief was more pitiful to wit- 
ness than any loud lamentation, and he returned 
from each visit to his son looking so old and 
haggard, that his wife privately begged his kind 
master, Mr. Trevor, to devise some plan for keeping 
him away. 

Through all this sad time little Letty was the 
mainstay of the whole sorrowing family. Day after 
day she took the long walk to and fro, often going 
afterwards to Mr. Thornton to fetch medicine or 
linseed, and now and then, in spite of the doctor's 
prohibition, spending part of the night by the sick 
man's bedside. 

The weather was unusually wet and stormy, the 
country being flooded in places, and some roads 
almost impassable. Thus, scarcely a day passed 
that Letty did not get wet through, and this, with 
the fatigue, anxiety, and insufficient food, were be- 
ginning to tell on her healthy, but not robust, con- 
stitution. Mrs. Hughes remonstrated, and several 
of the neighbours declared the child was killing 
herself, but nothing would induce Letty to leave 
her post : the little ones were always, as she truly 
said, more "contented" when with her, and their 
mother was too thankful to have them safely off 
her hands, and kept from disturbing their father, 
to ask any questions. 
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Mr. Crawford was a constant visitor at the cot- 
tage, and his presence was always a comfort to 
Charles, who had all his life been a religious man 
in his quiet simple-hearted way. He seldom asked 
many questions ; indeed he could not talk without 
great exertion and suffering, but Mr. Crawford 
knew, and rightly interpreted the restful look that 
always settled on his worn face, as he listened to 
the sacred words, or silently followed the prayers 
which were offered up. At length, Mr. Crawford 
asked him if he would like to partake of the Holy 
Communion. 

A startled look came over his wife's face, for she 
guessed that the clergyman thought it might be 
his last on earth. But Charles answered calmly, 
" Yes, sir, please, if so be you think I am fit," and 
then he took his wife's hand, and drew her down 
beside him, and Mr. Crawford prayed fervently for 
both, and for the innocent unconscious children, 
soon to be fatherless. 

The old people came, and Letty wished earnestly 
that she had been confirmed, and might be ad- 
mitted to that Feast. She kept the children as 
quiet as she could, and was listening with a full 
heart to the solemn words that sounded plainly in 
Mr. Crawford's clear voice from the room above, 
when the latch was quietly lifted, and a figure 
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stood within the doorway, as if uncertain whether 
to enter. Letty was for a moment startled at re- 
cognising Stephen Moore. She had always been 
afraid of this man, why, she hardly knew, except 
that she was accustomed to hear the children of 
the village speak of him as an object of terror. 
There was something in his appearance too, which 
was dark and forbidding, and though he spoke low, 
his voice had a gruff sound which made her un- 
comfortable. 

" How is he ?" he asked, pointing upstairs. 

Letty shook her head sorrowfully. " Tm afraid 
the doctor thinks him very bad. Won't you come 
in ?" she added timidly, " I don't like to keep the 
door open, he feels the draught so much." 

He closed it instantly, and moving as quietly as he 
could, sat down on the wooden settle near the fire. 

The children stared at him, and little Jane hid 
her face in Letty's frock, but they had learned to 
be wonderfully quiet, poor little souls, in these long 
sad days of Daddy's illness. 

Stephen Moore sat with his elbows on his knees, 
and his head resting on his hands, and in the 
silence that followed, the words of prayer and praise 
from the upper room could be plainly heard. 

It was long since Stephen had been inside a 
church, longer yet, perhaps, since he had oflTered up 
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a prayer in private, so that the sound now fell on 
his ear with quite a new sensation. He listened — 
at first impatiently, and then with more attention, 
and even after the prayers had ceased he did not 
at first speak or lift up his head. 

When however, Mr. Crawford was heard coming 
down the stairs, which would creak in spite of every 
effort to tread softly, Stephen looked up with the 
old sullen defiant expression. He did not offer to 
rise, and scarcely returned the clergyman's friendly 
salutation. 

Mr. Crawford hesitated. He had a real regard 
for the sick man whom he had just left, and for his 
sake he longed to obtain some hold over this black 
sheep of his parish — almost the only member of it 
with whom he was not on friendly terms. 

" You have come to see your friend V he said, 
kindly. " I fear you will find him very weak and 
tired just now, but he is so happy that it may com- 
fort you to see him." 

Stephen's only reply was a surly inaudible mutter, 
and while Mr. Crawford was hesitating whether to 
make another attempt, Mrs. Stone came down. 

"Charlie knows you are here," she said, rather 
coldly addressing Stephen, " and he wants you to 
step up and see him. Please to be quiet and not 
stay long." 
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When he had mounted the rickety stair and 
was out of hearing, Susan turned to Mr. Crawford 
and said with some vexation, " There ! that's always 
the way. However bad Charlie may be feeling, I 
can't hinder him from talking and tiring himself 
more, whenever that man is in the way." 

" Perhaps it is not meant that you should hinder 
a work that may be blessed," said Mr. Crawford 
musingly. " If that poor fellow ever turns to better 
things it will be your husband's doing, and think 
what it will be to him to have saved a soul from 
death !" 

Poor Susan's tears were falling fast. " Ah, sir ! 
I'm afraid he is fitter for Heaven than earth now, 
and I shan't be able to keep him long." 

"God comfort you," said Mr, Crawford, softly. 
" He knows what is best for each of us. Try not 
to look forward, but take the day and hour as it 



comes." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

LETTY FALLS ILL. 

" T T OW does Stone seem ?" asked Mr, Thornton 

A A a few days later, as he rode into Mr. 
Hughes' farm-yard, and gave his horse to the big 
uncouth cow-boy to hold. 

" Worse, sir, a deal, they think he is sinking fast 
His poor old mother is in a terrible way, for the 
little lass is bad too." 

" What, Letty ?" exclaimed Mr, Thornton in dis- 
may. " Why she was all right yesterday, — let me 
see, no — I did not see her yesterday, I remember, 
but I never heard of her being ill." 

" She hid herself out of the way, sir, when you 
was a-coming, fearing you might send her home. 
Poor little soul, I could hear her coughing right 
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across the field when I was driving the cows 
home." 

" And she was out in all that fog and rain !" said 
Mr. Thornton angrily. " What have they all been 
thinking of!" 

He strode hastily in the direction of the cottage, 
but by the first stile he encountered the elder Mrs. 
Stone, who was crying bitterly, and supporting a 
small drooping tremulous form, in whom he re- 
cognised poor little zealous self-devoted Letty. 

" Try and hold up a bit, dearie," the mother was 
saying. "You'll soon feel better when you get 
home and in your own bed. Here's the doctor, 
will tell you the same. She's just tired out, sir, 
that's what it is, and a bit of a cold too," she added 
as Letty's slight frame bent like a flower in a gale, 
under the violence of the cough that seemed to be 
tearing her chest to pieces. 

"You must get her home at once," said Mr. 
Thornton sternly, for he had been more than once 
angered by seeing the child's ready helpfulness taxed 
beyond her strength. " What have you been think- 
ing of to let it come to this ?" 

He had taken the small feverish hand in his own 
as he spoke, and was trying in vain to count the 
rapid pulse. Mrs. Stone's tears fell faster than ever, 
and she murmured that it was hard to be so spoken 
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to when her poor boy lay dying, and she not able 
to be with him at the last. 

Mr. Thornton took no heed of her lamentations, 
but turned to the cow-boy who had now stabled 
" Gipsy," and followed him to ask after the little 
girl. 

"Peter, this child is not fit to walk home. 
Wouldn't Mr. Hughes let her have the spring-cart ? 
I am riding to-day you see unluckily." 

Peter scratched his head doubtfully. " The master 
would be for lending it, sir, free enough, but there's 
no horse at home as could go in it, barring the 
black colt, and I doubt there's ne'er a one at home 
as could drive him in single harness." 

" Yes, there is, you young fool," said a gruff voice, 
which made them all start, and Stephen Moore 
leapt over the stile at the same moment. "I'll 
drive him fast enough if the master'U let him go. 
It wouldn't be the first time by a good many." 

" Like enough he'd trust his best horse with such 
a chap as you," said Peter contemptuously. " Be- 
sides he is gone to market this morning, and missis 
is out too, so there's no one to ask." 

" I'm afraid it can't be done," said Mr. Thornton 
regretfully. " Letty, poor little one, do you think 
you can make up your mind to try to walk ? The 
sooner you can get home the better." 

F 
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Poor Letty made an obedient effort to drag her 
aching limbs forward, and her mother assured her 
she would feel better moving, but it was in vain, 
the cough returned with double violence, and she 
could hardly keep herself from falling. 

Stephen Moore looked on for a moment without 
speaking, then without altering the grim, yet care- 
less expression, which his face habitually wore, he 
stepped forward, lifted the child with apparently as 
little effort as if she had been a kitten, paused a 
moment to wrap her shawl more closely round her 
chest, and bore her off, at a pace which caused her 
mother, half terrified, to hurry after him, leaving 
Mr. Thornton to visit Charlie alone. The latter 
was, as had been said, sinking fast. Consciousness 
was almost gone, though he could still hold his 
wife's hand, and give her a smile of recognition, 
but the suffering was at an end, the cough had 
ceased, and all knew that the end was approaching 
in silence and in peace. Mr. Thornton could do 
nothing, yet he could not bring himself to hurry 
away from the chamber on which the solemn shadow 
seemed already falling. It was not until his brother- 
in-law entered, and he had heard his greeting of 
peace to all in that house, that Mr. Thornton be- 
thought himself of other claims, and stole softly 
away to give his aid where it could be of more 
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avail. He called at the lodge a few hours later, and 
found the poor old man sitting by his fire in deep 
but quiet grief for his son, (of whose death he had 
just heard from a friendly neighbour) and anxiety 
for his darling youngest born. 

Mr. Thornton stepped into the little room, where 
Letty, watched by her weeping mother, lay tossing 
feverishly, a bright colour in her cheeks, and her 
blue eyes large and restless. 

" Poor lamb," sobbed Mrs. Stone, " she says she 
thinks she did her duty in holding on as long as 
she could keep about, but I tell her it would have 
been better for us all if she had minded you, sir, 
and been more careful." 

" Hush," said Mr. Thornton in his peremptory 
tone of command, ** it is no use talking of that now. 
What we have to do now is to rest and get well, 
eh, Letty r 

" Yes, sir, I hope so," she answered trying to smile 
back at him, " but my shoulder does pain me so, I 
don't know how to rest !" 

" The linseed poultices will relieve that I hope. 
Mrs. Stone, you cannot be too careful of draughts. 
I want to prevent the mischief in the lung from 
spreading further if possible. How did she get 
through her journey home ? It was quite a relief to 
my mind to see a pair of friendly arms extended." 
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"Indeed, I don't know as they were so very 
friendly, sir," was Mrs. Stone's reply. " He is a 
strange rough-spoken man is Stephen Moore, with 
never a civil word for any one, though my poor 
boy had always a soft place in his heart for him." 

" Well, we won't find fault with him now he has 
just done Letty a good turn," said Mr. Thornton. 

Then adding some directions for the child's treat- 
ment and especially enjoining quiet, he took his 
leave. 



CHAPTER IX. 

AN ANXIOUS NIGHT. 

" T)OOR little Letty is worse this morning," said" 
*- Isabel Trevor the followii^ morning, as she 
entered the schoolroom. " Miss Empson, mamma 
told me to ask if you would be so kind as to go 
and see her presently. Mr. Thornton has ordered 
her to have all kinds of nourishing things : he says 
everything depends upon keeping up her strength." 
" I will go, certainly," replied Miss Empson, and 
as soon as lessons were over, she hastened to the 
lodge, where the child lay in a state of high fever, 
and all the suffering of a sharp attack of pleurisy. 

Miss Empson sat down by her, and tenderly 
bathed the little hot forehead with eau-de-Colt^ne 
and water, which for a time gave some relief Her 
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mind was not wandering, but she was excited 
and over-wrought, and the blue eyes had a weary 
strained look as if sleep, real resting sleep were un- 
attainable. Her mother, who was worn put, poor 
woman, with sorrow and sleeplessness, bemoaned 
herself over the difficulty of persuading the child 
to take food or medicine, but a kind cheerful word 
from Miss Empson as she held the cup of beef-tea 
to Letty's lips, was soon effectual in inducing her 
to swallow it. 

The poor old father crept in from time to time, 
and stood looking down at the small suffering face 
with an expression piteous to behold, as though he 
were studying it for the last time ; and Letty as if 
guessing what was passing through his mind, looked 
up at him and tried to smile. 

In the meantime Miss Empson was distressed by 
the scrap5 of conversation, which she overheard 
passing among some of the neighbours in the next 
room. 

" Ah ! she'll never get over it, poor little maid, 
'tis a terrible job for you, to be sure, losing both at 
once, one may say." 

That Letty heard and understood was plain, 
from her changing colour, and quickened breathing, 
but Miss Empson feared to excite her further by 
taking any notice, so bidding her try to go to sleep, 



An Anxious Night. 71 

she took up a book and began to read in a quiet 
monotonous voice, which gradually soothed the child 
into a doze. When she was able to steal away into 
the next room, Miss Empson tried to impress upon 
the sorrow-stricken parents the absolute need of 
quiet, and greater caution than had been used with 
regard to the remarks of chance inquirers. Mrs. 
Stone curtseyed and thanked and promised in a 
breath, but her friend knew of old how little depen- 
dance could be placed upon such promises. With 
the poor the craving for sympathy is very great, 
and it is usually warmly and generously bestowed, 
but discretion in the mode of showing it is often 
sadly wanting. 

It was touching to hear the eager inquiries " after 
poor Stone's little maid," as again and again the 
outer door was softly opened and a friendly face 
looked in to offer condolence or advice. Miss 
Empson tried to protect Letty from draughts by 
means of Lady Mary's large folding screen, and a 
baize curtain pinned over the inner door, but the 
searching east wind would make itself felt, and the 
distressing cough recurred with more and more 
violence. She was so ill by nightfall, that Mr. 
Thornton who looked in about nine o'clock, resolved 
to watch beside her for the next few hours, fearing 
that she was fast following in her brother's steps. 
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Always cheery and resolute, he did not give his 
real reason for remaining to the weeping mother, 
but telling her that she was worn out, and absolutely 
in need of a few hours' sleep, he sent both her and 
old James to bed, promising to call them if he saw 
any necessity. 

Letty opened her eyes, and seemed to recognise 
him, but her little face expressed no surprise, only 
a kind of weary contentment that the friend she 
loved and trusted should be watching near her. 
He felt her pulse and gave her nourishment from 
time to time; then as she sank into a deeper 
slumber he drew his chair a little closer to the 
night lamp, and carefully shading it from Lett/s 
eyes, looked round for a book. The only one within 
reach was a well worn hymnal, and half dreamily 
he turned the pages over without reading until a 
few lines caught his eye. 

** Holy Saviour, Who in meekness 
Didst vouchsafe a Child to be, 
Guide their steps and help their weakness, 
Bless and make them like to Thee ; 
Bear Thy lambs when they are weary 
In Thine arms and at Thy breast, 
Through life's desert dry and dreary 
Bring them to Thy heavenly rest." 

As Mr. Thornton looked up, he met Lett/s blue 
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tyts fixed intently upon him. He rose and went 
to her, asking tenderly if she wanted her pillow 
raised, or was in more pain. She shook her head, 
but only said quietly, 

" Please, do you think, sir, I am going to die like 
Charlie r 

The placid expression of the young face struck 
her companion strangely, for it was one that no 
older person could possibly have worn in asking 
so momentous a question. There was no anxiety 
in it, scarcely any fear, though the eyes had a 
far away look of seeing some vision beyond the 
small shaded room. Her brother's countenance 
had at times been lighted with heavenly faith and 
hope, but care and suffering had prevented its ever 
bearing the look of peace that rested on Letty's 
childish features. Mr. Thornton had to steady his 
voice before he could reply. 

" I cannot tell, little one. It is not in my hands 
to decide. You are very ill, but I do not lose hope 
that God may yet raise you up again. Is there 
an3^ing you want to say ? I ought not to let you 
talk, but you may whisper quite low, there, I will 
kneel down by you to hear better." 

" I can't remember it," said the child rousing her- 
self more, and looking bewildered. " I don't think 
I said my prayers. It has been night a long time. 
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Charlie always prayed, 'Our Father'— oh! how 
does it go on ?" 

Without moving, Mr. Thornton repeated the dear 
familiar words that sound so doubly full of mean- 
ing by a sick bed. Ere the last was finished, the 
restful expression had again settled on her face and 
Letty slept. 

Towards morning, finding she still slumbered, 
and that the fitful gasping breath was becoming 
more regular, Mr. Thornton gave up his post of 
watcher to her mother, who came down refreshed 
and cheered by her own rest. As the doctor left 
the cottage, and carefully latching the park gate, 
strode forth on the high road for his homeward 
walk, he became conscious that some one was follow- 
ing him through the almost impenetrable darkness. 

Mr. Thornton had never known what fear meant, 
but he could not but feel this midnight wanderer to 
be a suspicious personage. He did not choose to 
quicken his steps, and presently his follower came 
close, and he became aware of a man, standing a 
few paces from him in the road. 

"Who are you? And what are you doing at 
this hour of the night V* demanded Mr. Thornton, 
quickly and sternly, as he strained his eyes through 
the darkness and made out the stranger to be a tall 
man of somewhat slouching gait. 
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" Walking on the Queen's high road, where Fve 
as good a right as you, any day of the week," was 
the blunt reply. 

"True enough," said Mr. Thornton, "but you 
have no right to dog and follow me. Who are 
you ?" 

" Stephen Moore," was the answer. " I want to 
know how you left the little maid yonder ?" 

Mr. Thornton was so taken by surprise, that for 
a moment he made no direct answer. 

" Why, how do you know I have been with her .?" 
he said at length. 

"Because I've hung about the place 'most all 
night on the chance of hearing something. Not 
that I've any hope," he added with a groan. " She'll 
go like her brother. Them that's too good for this 
world always do." 

"I trust not," said Mr. Thornton more kindly 
than he had yet spoken. " I fancy there is a shade 
of improvement to-night. But go home, my good 
fellow, to your bed, you can do her no good by 
prowling about in the dark." 

The man gave a reckless laugh, and turning away, 
was soon lost in the gloom, and Mr. Thornton pro- 
ceeded homewards, musing on this strange encounter 
and the unexpected proof of feeling in one seem- 
ingly so hardened. 



CHAPTER X. 

A BAD MEMORY. 

SEVERAL weeks had now passed since Percy 
Trevor's accident, and he was now well enough 
to drive out, though riding and walking were alike 
forbidden. One bright spring day, a few days after 
the events recorded in the last chapter, it was 
arranged that he and Isabel should drive together, 
under old George's escort, to Hetherington, a town 
about seven miles off, where most of the household 
commissions were usually executed. 

" I wonder if that fly-away memory of yours is 
to be trusted, Isabel ?* said Miss Empson, coming 
into her pupil's room as she was putting on her 
things. " Mrs. Hicks is particularly anxious to get 
some more oranges before night. Her supply has 
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come to an end sooner than she expected, and poor 
little Letty is so dependent upon them, while the 
fever and thirst continue. Do you think you can 
remember to get them ?" 

" Oh, yes ! How could you think I should forget 
an3rthing for Letty, Miss Empson ? There is Percy 
calling, don't keep me," and Isabel ran down stairs, 
but was captured in the hall by her father. 

" Here, Belle ! IVe a treat in store for you, child. 
The Leslies will be in-Hetherington to-day, and 
they want to take you and Percy back to spend the 
day with them. George can drive home as soon 
as he has seen you under their care, for Colonel 
Leslie promises to send you back in the evening. 
Off with you now, no time to lose." 

And Mr. Trevor carefully lifted his son into the 
carriage and saw that the injured leg was properly 
supported, while Isabel sprang in by his side, and 
the two were driven away looking very bright and 
full of happy expectation. 

When the carriage reached Hetherington, and 
old George according to his wont, was driving 
slowly up High Street to the shops usually pa- 
tronised on these occasions, they were suddenly 
hailed by a boy of Percy's age, and two sisters some- 
what older. 
"Hullo, Trevor! that's right. Glad to see you 
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looking so jolly. Here ! we've got the waggonette, 
can we settle your leg comfortably in that ?" 

"Oh, yes," assented Percy readily. "It only 
wants just a support now." 

"Then come along, father's somewhere about, 
no, he's here," as a gentleman driving a waggonette 
drew up beside the Trevors' carriage. 

He gave a kindly greeting to the boy and girl, 
and then handing the reins to his groom proceeded 
to lift Percy into the waggonette, while the other 
young folks packed themselves in beside him. 

Isabel was in a state of supreme happiness, for 
her list of friends contained none dearer and more 
intimate than Blanche and Mary Leslie, who, being 
a little older than herself, patronised and petted her 
by turns. 

A very enjoyable day was spent by the whole 
party ; and the children's spirits never flagged, till 
towards the end of the long evening drive home- 
ward, (in which Mary Leslie had been her com- 
panion,) Isabel suddenly started from her seat, 
exclaiming as if she had sustained a blow, 

"Those oranges! Oh! what shall I do! Poor 
little Letty ! How could I be so barbarous as to 
forget ! Dear, dear Mary, might we not turn back 
to Hetherington ?" 

" Impossible, my dear !" replied her friend laugh- 
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ing. " What are you thinking of ? We are almost 
at your gate, six miles at least from Hetherington ! 
Besides the shops would all be shut by this time. 
How can oranges be of so much consequence ?" 

" Oh, poor, poor Letty !" repeated Isabel still in 
the utmost distress, but Percy gruffly interrupted 
her lamentations by asserting that it was no use to 
make a fuss now, and it was just the way she 
always did forget everything. 

The truth was that Percy was tired with his long 
day, and his leg was aching enough to make him 
fretful, but the effect of his remonstrance was of 
course to reduce Isabel to tears. Mary Leslie tried 
in vain to comfort her : she could think of nothing 
but her own selfish neglect of the poor little child 
lying so patiently on her bed of pain. She could 
not bear to see Letty's mother, and so refused 
Mary's proposal to stop at the lodge, and sat in 
silent misery as the carriage passed through the 
gate and under the dark shadows of the lime 
avenue. 

Want of frankness could not certainly be num- 
bered among Isabel's faults, and she had no thought 
of anything but acknowledging her carelessness at 
once to her mother, in the hope, faint though it 
was, that some substitute for the much-needed 
oranges might be found. She hurried to the draw- 
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ing-room, (while the servants were helping Percy 
out, and Mr. Trevor talking to Mary Leslie,) threw 
open the door and rushed in, her eyes so dazzled 
by the sudden light that she was scarcely conscious 
that any one besides her mother was present. 

" Oh, mamma^ I am miserable ! Miss Empson, 
what do you think I have done ?" 

"Isabel! my child, do have a little more con- 
sideration," said Lady Mary rising up in a nervous 
flutter. " What is it ? Is Percy ill ? What are 
you so excited about? And why don't you say 
how-d'ye-do to Mr. Thornton and Mrs. Crawford ?*' 

Poor Isabel, as her eyes grew more accustomed 
to the lighted room, perceived the two unexpected 
guests, and her heart sank at having to make her 
confession before them. But she hurried on with- 
out giving herself time to think. 

"Mamma, Miss Empson told me to see about 
getting the oranges for Letty, and I forgot them, 
and Letty will be so feverish and thirsty all night. 
Mamma, I am so wretched. Is there no one we 
could send ?" 

" At this hour of the night, my child } Impos- 
sible 1" 

Isabel looked piteously at Mrs. Crawford, but 
that little lady turned her head away, and the poor 
child thought her too angry and disappointed to 
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have any sympathy with her distress. The pause 
was broken by Mr. Thornton, who never could bear 
to see any one in distress, least of all, one of the 
children who had been his pets from babyhood. 

"Come, Miss Isabel, I think I can give you a 
little comfort in this sad business. The conse- 
quences of your bit of forgetfulness are not quite 
as bad as you suppose, though," he added with a 
half smile, " it will not do for would-be nurses and 
Sisters of Charity to have short memories." 

Isabel, completely humbled now at the remem- 
brance of her grand aspirations, raised her eyes 
timidly to his face. She was afraid of Mr. Thorn- 
ton, who once or twice since her brother's accident 
had given a quiet but decided set-down to her pert- 
ness and conceit, but his smile was now so kind 
and reassuring that she felt comforted even before 
he continued, 

"Letty is amply provided with oranges for to- 
night. Perhaps you would like to know how ?* 
Receiving an eager assent he continued. " When 
I called to see my little patient this afternoon, I 
learned that the carriage had returned from Hether- 
ington without bringing the much-needed oranges. 
The child seemed parched and suflfering, though 
patient as ever, and I felt so anxious to procure 
what she evidently needed that I had almost decided 

G 
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on sending off Tom to the town at once, when just 
outside the gate I came upon that strange fellow, 
that the villagers call * Black Steve/ hanging about 
as usual with nothing to do, and greatly wanting 
to hear some news of the * little maid.' It occurred 
to me that he might like the chance of a job, and 
on the impulse of the moment I offered him a 
shilling to walk to Hetherington, and bring back 
half a dozen oranges. He looked at me for a 
minute without speaking, and I thinking him surly- 
said, (I am afraid very impatiently,) * Look here, 
my man, if you don't want the job, say so, no one 
wants to trouble you.' I regretted the words the 
next moment, when the fellow answered with a 
strange kind of rough dignity, *Who said it was 
trouble } And you may keep your money till it's 
asked for. I'll take nowt for serving Charlie Stone's 
little sister.' Then he started off, not slouching as 
usual, but with long swinging strides, and I am told 
was back at the cottage within three hours, with a 
bag of splendid oranges." 

" There must be good in that man," exclaimed 
Mrs. Crawford, "no doubt poor Stone was right, 
and his heart was not hardened, only hidden 
away." 

" It is strange," said Mr. Trevor, who had been 
listening unperceived. "Certainly if I had been 
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asked to put my hand on the greatest ruffian in the 
parish, I should have chosen Stephen Moore." 

" And how is Letty to-night ?" eagerly inquired 
Isabel. 

"A little better I hope and believe. Not of 
course out of danger yet, but the next few days 
may do much. Mrs. Saunders is going to sit up 
with her to-night, for the poor mother is worn out. 
If she goes on steadily improving, I shall be very 
anxious to get change of air for her before she 
returns to her ordinary life and hard work. She is 
a fragile little thing at best, and her constitution 
has had a shock. The difficulty is how to manage 
change in that rank of life, without incurring greater 
expense than the parents can afford." 

" I wish," said Lady Mary, " that she could go 
for a few weeks to the Convalescent Home at West- 
port. I could get her admitted through my cousin, 
Eleanor Hargreaves, who is one of the Sisters in 
charge. It is beautifully managed, and she would 
have the advantage of sea air as well as excellent 
food and nursing." 

Mr. Thornton said it was a good suggestion, and 
added half smiling, that it was a pity Miss Isabel 
could not go too, to secure instructions in her 
favourite art of nursing, but the girl coloured so 
painfully, and looked so grave and distressed that 
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he would not tease her any further. His sister now 
reminded him of his promise to drive her home ; 
Mr. Trevor went out to see that she was properly 
wrapped up, and Isabel left alone with her mother 
exclaimed with a sigh of relief, 

" Mamma, I really think I shall never forget any- 
thing again !" 

"My dear!" said Lady Mary unable to help 
laughing, "who amongst us can say that? But 
there is one thing which my Isabel would do well 
to forget more frequently, especially if her grand 
visions are ever to be carried out." 

"You mean myself? Yes, mother dear, I know, 
what was the word Mr. Thornton used ? ' Oblivion 
of self,' not merely forgetfulness, but burying away 
out of sight, and I am so far from that. When 
Percy was ill, though I was very sorry for him, I 
thought still more of how delightful it would be to 
be so useful, and to have him always needing me. 
And after all, I was not half so much use to him as 
Edith, who made no fuss." 

" Still waters run deep," said Lady Mary as she 
bent to kiss her daughter. " But now, darling, take 
this tired head to its pillow; it is late, and you 
have had a long day." 



CHAPTER XL 

LETTY GOES ON A JOURNEY. 

AFTER she had taken the first turn for the 
better, little Letty's improvement continued 
rapidly, and before the last week in April, when the 
hedges were bursting into spring beauty, she was 
able, to her supreme delight, to be moved to S. 
Margaret's Convalescent Home in Westport, where 
Sister Eleanor, (Lady Mary's cousin) undertook 
that every care should be bestowed on her. 

How to manage the journey was rather a per- 
plexity, but it was solved by Mrs. Crawford, who 
had friends in Westport, and who decided that the 
present was a good time for visiting them, and that 
Letty would be a capital little travelling companion. 
Mr. Thornton and the Rector both encouraged the 



86 Lettys Mission. 

arrangement, as Rose had not been very strong 
for some time, and they thought the change would 
do her good. 

So, almost as soon as Letty was able to leave her 
room and sit in the big chair by the kitchen fire, 
she was carefully wrapped up, and placed in a cor- 
ner of the Squire's large comfortable close carriage, 
with Mrs. Crawford sitting beside her, nodding 
and smiling cheerful good-byes to poor Mrs. Stone, 
who, though she had been very good about the 
parting for the child's benefit, could not but own 
herself sadly down-hearted when it came to the 
point. 

For a while the change out of her sick room into 
the cheerful sunshine, and the sight of the clustered 
primroses and starry celandines in the hedges, kept 
Letty silent in a trance of delight. Mrs. Crawford, 
thinking it best that she should grow accustomed 
to the excitement by degrees, let her alone until 
they were approaching Emsbury station, when, 
wrapping the little girl's shawl closely round her, 
she said a word or two of advice about not being in 
too great a hurry to get out. 

" There is some little distance to walk," she con- 
tinued, "a flight of steps to mount, and a very 
draughty little platform on which we must await 
the South- Western train. You must take it very 
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quietly, Letty dear, keep hold of my arm, and mind 
to keep well wrapped up." 

As she spoke the carriage stopped, and the foot- 
man opening the door hurriedly explained that 
there was no time to lose, the trains were altered, 
and the South-Western train would start im- 
mediately. 

" Will you see to the luggage and get the tickets ?" 
cried Mrs. Crawford springing out. " Come, Letty 
dear, there is no time to lose." 

She held out her hands, but the poor child, be- 
wildered and giddy from the weakness of recent 
illness, staggered as she put her foot on the step, 
and would have fallen, had not a pair of arms more 
efficient, and far stronger than Mrs. Crawford's, been 
ready to catch and support her, and Rose to her 
great surprise and some relief found Stephen Moore 
standing by her side. 

"I've been waiting for ye, little one," he said 
scarcely noticing the lady's greeting, but lifting 
Letty carefully and tenderly as he spoke, "they 
said as you'd go by this train, and I thought I must 
have one more sight of my little maid. Mayhap it 
will be the last, for there's no saying where I may be 
when you come back from they fine furrin parts." 

" Oh, Mr. Moore," said Letty entreatingly, " can't 
you go back to work for Mr. Hughes.^ Charlie 
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always hoped you would ; he said, may be when he 
was gone you might get his place. Do try for it," 
and she put her hand on his arm entreatingly as he 
carried her up the long flight of steps, and over the 
bridge across the line. "Charlie did hope you 
would not go right away from the place." 

Stephen did not answer, but proceeded to lift his 
charge carefully into the railway carriage, where 
Mrs. Crawford soon made her comfortable on an 
improvised couch of cushions and shawls. 

" It was very good of you to come to meet Letty 
here," the lady said kindly, as the rough workman 
still lingered waiting to see the train start. " I was 
just beginning to feel uneasy, for I did not think 
she was strong enough to mount these steps on her 
own feet ; you cannot think what a relief it was to 
see you here." 

It was said so heartily, with such kind uncon- 
strained courtesy, that Stephen for once felt unable 
to give his surly growl in reply. Nay, he even felt 
that if the gentry all spoke and looked like that, 
he might in time learn to look upon them as a race 
not to be utterly shunned and condemned. 

Instinctively he raised his cap half an inch or so 
from his head, and almost at the same moment 
Letty bent forward from her comer and laid her 
little thin clinging fingers on his arm. 
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" Gocxi-bye," she said, " thank you for being so 
good to me. Please don't forget," but the last 
words were cut short, for with a shrill whistle, and 
a succession of short quick puifs the train steamed 
out of the station, and Stephen was left, standing 
alone on the platform, gazing into the empty space 
into which his " little maid" had vanished. 



CHAPTER XII. 

HAY-MAKING. 

SPRING has given place to summer, keen east 
winds and changeful skies are replaced by 
cloudless sunshine, and a burst of heat almost un- 
precedented in June. The grass has ripened more 
rapidly than was expected, and every farmer is 
busy "saving his hay," working hard to get the 
plentiful crop carried before the threatened storm 
comes to destroy his hopes. 

The Squire's last meadow was carried yesterday, 
and with neighbourly thoughtfulness he has sent 
several of his men to help Mr. Hughes, who has 
not been so fortunate. Old Stone is there, and 
Letty, now quite recovered and able to toss the 
fragrant hay about as merrily as any of her school- 
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fellows, and there too are Bernard and Percy Trevor, 
the former a tall young gentleman who has left 
school and is preparing for Oxford. Percy still 
walks with a stick, but he looks as well and sturdy 
as ever, and is bent on contributing his share to- 
wards the labours of the day. 

" Hurrah !" he cries as the waggon, piled to a 
perilous height, rolls away to the rick-yard, " half a 
dozen more loads like that will take it nearly all in. 
We'll win the race yet, Mr. Hughes, see if the rick 
isn't made and thatched without a drop of rain." 

" I only hope it may. Master Percy, I only hope 
it may, but there's dark clouds about," and the 
farmer with the true caution of his class, shook his 
head at the boy's gay prophecy. 

" Well, anyhow you've a good staff of workers," 
said Bernard glancing round at the stalwart figures 
scattered over the field, their white shirt-sleeves 
gleaming in the sun, and contrasting with their sun- 
burnt arms and faces. 

" Pretty well, pretty well of that," said the farmer 
complacently. " Yes, I'm not saying, but they are 
a tidy lot of chaps enough, all except one, least- 
ways, and he's the sharpest, and the hardest worker 
of them all by times, but a terrible bad one to deal 
with when the drink is on him." 

"Which is that?" 
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" The man on the top of the waggon that's load- 
ing now, the big fellow with the black whiskers, — 
Black Steve, most people call him." 

" What, have you taken him back ?" cried Percy. 

" Well, yes, I don't know that it was wise, but 
poor Stone, before he died, begged me not to be 
hard on him ; there was a queer friendship between 
those two, and two men more unlike never stepped ; 
and then in hay time one is always short of hands, 
and whatever Stephen may be there isn't a handier 
man anywhere about horses, and so the long and 
short of the matter was that I took him back, on a 
sort of job, but I mustn't stay chattering to you 
two young masters while there's so much work to 
be done ;" and wiping his brow, the farmer hurried 
back to take his share in tossing the big forkfuls of 
hay into the fast filling waggon. 

Later in the afternoon, Mrs. Hughes sent out tea 
to the women and children in the field, and more 
cider was supplied to the men. The fierce heat 
was beginning to tell upon them, they worked 
harder than ever, but voices g^ew louder and less 
good-humoured, and a disposition to wrangle b^[an 
to be more perceptible. 

Stephen Moore's deep growl was heard more than 
once in dispute with a younger comrade, and at 
last there were tones loud and fierce enough to 
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frighten the women who stood near, a blow was 
struck and returned, though no one knew who 
made the first assault, but young Will Burton was 
down on the ground and Stephen standing over 
him, pike in hand, looked indeed a formidable 
adversary. 

" Plague take the fellow !" cried the farmer, who 
felt worried and heated into a rage at this dis- 
agreeable interruption to the day's work when 
every moment was of consequence, "there is no 
bearing your temper, Moore, Fm heartily sorry I 
ever allowed myself to be bothered into taking you 
back." 

" Then you shall have no need to be sorry any 
longer," was the sullen reply, and flinging his pike 
on the ground, and leaving the horses to take care 
of themselves, the man strode away, never looking 
back till he reached the gate, his broad shoulders 
fairly shaking with the violence of repressed passion. 

" Well, I never !" and Burton, a thoughtless light- 
hearted young fellow, stood looking open-mouthed 
after the retreating form of his late companion. 
"Tm sorry now I chaffed him, but who'd have 
thought of a chap cutting up as rough as that ?" 

" Well, don't stop bothering about it now," said 
the farmer impatiently, "he's an ill-conditioned 
surly ruffian, and at any other time I'd be glad to 
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be quit of him, but it's tiresome enough now when 
every hand is wanted, and weVe got this young 
horse as leader that no one can manage so well. 
It's queer the beasts should be so fond of his voice, 
for to my thinking it is not a sweet one." 

Yet, so it was, the great powerful farm horses 
knew and heeded no tones so well as those deep 
guttural ones, and the man who now took his place 
at Blackthorn's head had hard work to enforce any- 
thing like obedience on that resolute animal. Letty 
Stone had seen her friend's sulky retreat, and from 
the remarks near her she partially guessed the 
cause. 

The child's heart felt sad, this rough ill-tempered 
man, so unpopular with others, had been very good 
to her, and more than that, she knew that he had 
been Charlie's friend. It was for Charlie's sake 
that Mr. Hughes had taken him back, and now he 
seemed to be throwing away his last chance. 

In those quiet happy days at the Convalescent 
Home, Letty had sometimes talked to her kind 
nurses of the friends at home who had been good 
to her and to her brother during the time of their 
illness, and had met with ready sympathy in her 
earnest wish that poor Stephen would repent and 
lead a better life. 

She knew that she could not do much, he was 
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not a man to endure preaching even if Letty had 
not been much too simple and humble-minded to 
attempt such a thing, but she had prayed for him 
day by day, and in her own meek childish fashion 
had given him little indirect helps. 

It was at Lett/s entreaty that Susan grew friendly 
and kind to her husband's former friend, and some- 
times invited him away from his lonely lodging to 
take a sociable meal with her and the children ; it 
was at Letty's instigation that old Stone now passed 
him with a friendly " good day," and when he was 
laid up with a sharp attack of rheumatism in the 
spring, it had even been Letty who ventured to 
suggest to Miss Isabel to keep him supplied with 
broth from the Hall. 

"Fm awful sorry," Will Burton said in a low 
voice to one of his mates, as he turned to work 
again in a regretful disheartened way, " if I'd known 
the fellow was so touchy, I'd never have chaffed 
him about going to church in his old clothes." 

"Church!" exclaimed old Stone who overheard 
him. "Steve Moore in church! that's something 
quite new." 

"Well, it is. I never saw him there till last 
Sunday evening, and then he came creeping in, 
looking as ashamed of himself as a dog with a 
stolen bone. I told him so, and that's why he up 
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with his pike and threatened to run it through me 
if I didn't shut up. Of course a fellow can't be 
spoken to like that you know, and so — " 

"Have done chattering, will you?" said the 
farmer sternly. "YouVe given trouble enough 
with that tongue of yours, Burton, use your arms 
now for a bit by way of a change." 

The men worked harder than ever, and the farmer 
by way of incentive caused the drink to circulate 
more freely. His wife, who came down to see 
how matters were progressing, ventured a faint 
remonstrance. 

"George, is it wise.^ Last year's cider is the 
strongest we ever made, and you have given them 
half as much again as usual." 

" Ay, and they need it too !" was the impatient 
reply. " It's work such as one doesn't care to do 
against time in such a burning heat as this. But 
there, thank GOD ! is the last load going in now, 
and then there's just the rakings to get up, and all's 
done." 

" Thank GOD, indeed !" said the wife more rev- 
erently. "This has been a g^eat mercy to us, 
George, such a crop saved with never a drop of 
rain upon it." 

"Who's for a ride home in the last waggon.^" 
cried the farmer gaily as Blackthorn and his com- 
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panion stepped proudly by with the waggon only 
half filled with the rakings. " You, Master Percy ? 
You must be tired enough, I know, though you 
won't own it And here, Missis, there's room for 
you, and Susan, and Letty, and the little ones. 
Gee-up, Diamond ! Steady, Blackthorn ! What 
are you at, lad ?" as the young horse tossed his 
stately head, and evaded the snatch at his bridle. 
"Look sharp, Jack Martin, or he'll be off down 
the hill." 

And the next moment the ponderous waggon 
with its human freight clinging helplessly together 
to save themselves from being tossed out, was off 
at a pace which increased every moment down the 
slight incline leading to the rick-yard. 

"The gate! we shall charge the gate!" it was 
Percy Trevor's young voice, loud and shrill with 
anguish, which rang through the clear summer air. 

As the huge beasts quickened their pace, the 
black colt getting more and more excited at the 
unwonted freedom, and dragging his quieter com- 
panion after him, it seemed to all that little com- 
pany that death in a frightful form was close upon 
them. 

Percy, brave boy though he was, was quite un- 
nerved now, and could only gaze with wide terrified 
eyes as they seemed to be nearing destruction. 

H 
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Mrs. Hughes fainted outright, Susan Stone clasped 
her little ones shuddering in her arms, and Letty 
tried to pray, but could only frame an agonised 
petition for the help which seemed impossible. 

The men were running in pursuit, alas! what 
was their utmost speed against that of the excited 
brutes in their mad career ? another moment and 
the collision must come. Letty clasped her hands 
and tried to pray aloud, but her voice died away in 
an irrepressible scream. Not death ! No, GOD be 
thanked, they were saved as by a miracle. 

From beneath the large spreading oak, over- 
shadowing the gate, a figure had sprung and 
fastened with cat-like tenacity on the leader's head. 
The horse started, plunged, and tried to shake it 
off, but the impetus of the wild speed was broken. 
For Blackthorn had the clever instinct of his race 
for a familiar voice, and now he recognised the 
only one whose control he had ever acknowledged. 
Still clinging tightly to the bridle, though the horse's 
plunges were crushing him against|the gate-post, 
Stephen Moore had strained his powers to the very 
uttermost before he even dared to hope to come off 
victorious in that unequal strife. 

But the minute's delay had done what was needed, 
the pursuers were now able to come up and render 
assistance, a dozen strong arms were holding the 
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plunging struggling horses, while others lifted the 
terrified women and children into safety. 

And in the commotion which followed, Stephen 
Moore turned away, alone, unnoticed, with his hand 
at his side, and a ghastly pallor overspreading face 
and brow. But he had not gone half a dozen paces 
before quick footsteps overtook him, and a friendly 
voice cried loudly, 

" Stop, mate, stop ! Don't go till we've all 
thanked you, and drunk your health, for a fine 
fellow as you are, and IVe asked your pardon for 
making such an ass of myself a while ago !" 

Stephen's head reeled, he stood still a moment, 
and looked almost unconsciously into Will Burton's 
friendly face, the next he uttered a cry, and would 
have fallen helplessly but for the friendly arm held 
out for his support. 

"He is hurt, sir," said Will anxiously as the 
farmer hurried up, " and badly I'm afraid," he added 
watching the whitened face and quick panting 
breath. 

" The horse jammed him against the post," said 
Susan Stone, who had seen some part of the peril 
they had escaped. " GOD bless him ! He's saved 
all our lives this day." 

"That he has!" cried several more voices. "I 
never thought his strength could hold out ; if the 
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wheel had caught the post it would have gone over 
to a certainty." 

But even while the words of friendly admiration 
rang confusedly in his ears, Stephen Moore had 
sunk helplessly on the grass, and had lost all con- 
sciousness of the scene in which he had borne so 
prominent a part. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

STEPHEN'S HISTORY. 

" T NJURED internally, yes, I am afraid it is a 
J- bad business for the poor fellow," said Mr, 
Thornton in reply to the Squire's anxious inquiries 
about Moore's condition. 

" They are doing all they can for him. Hughes 
is a kind-hearted man, and very grateful for his 
wife's preservation. They had him carried to the 
farm directly after the accident, and Mrs. Hughes 
seems as if she could not do enough for him, but 
the pain at times is awful, and I am afraid it is only 
a question of time, unless the inflammation can be 
subdued, of which there seems little hope." 

" Poor fellow 1 I am grieved, and Mary is longing 
to show her gratitude in some way to the man who 
saved our boy's life." 
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" Percy is all right ?" 

" Oh, yes, I was afraid his leg might have suffered 
from the shaking, but I do not think it has. The 
boy is quiet and subdued though, and no wonder. 
Death must have seemed very near, and even Ber- 
nard cannot speak of it without shuddering. I wish 
you could think of anything we could do for that 
poor fellow." 

"Well, there is a matter which troubles me/' said 
Mr. Thornton meditatively, " but I hardly see how 
any steps can be taken. And yet, if anything is to 
be done it must be soon, or I fear it will be of no 
use. It seems that Moore's wife is still living ; they 
parted in anger many years ago, but it seems sad 
that they should not ever have a chance of recon- 
ciliation in this world. Crawford was with him 
when I left, perhaps he may have been able to 
ascertain more of the circumstances, and to prevail 
on Stephen to see his wife, if we can get her here." 

And in truth, that tender persuasive manner of 
Mr. Crawford's, most tender to those who might be 
considered the outcasts of his flock, had even now 
won from the dying man such a concession as he 
had scarcely expected. 

'* Poor Bessie ! I'd like to shake hands once more, 
and tell her if it was all to do again, may be things 
would be different. But she had a sharp tongue, 
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no wonder, after such a sight of trouble; and I 
drove her near wild I think at one time !" 

" Does it hurt you to talk ? Can you tell me a 
little about your wife, and where she is now ?" said 
Mr. Crawford, as he helped the sufferer into an 
easier posture, and held cooling drink to his fevered 
lips. 

" Now ? I don't know. Back in the old village 
may be. Yet it's not likely, she'd be too proud for 
that, after all that had come and gone. She was a 
gamekeeper's daughter in Gloucestershire, and I 
was only a farm labourer, but a likely young fellow, 
folks said in those days, and at twenty-three I was 
earning good wages as waggoner. I always had a 
fancy for horses, and they liked me too. I could 
keep my temper with them somehow a deal better 
than with my own flesh and blood, the dumb things 
never seem trying to aggravate one as the others 
do! But I got into trouble about a poaching 
matter, and Bessie's father gave me the sack, and 
said he'd never give his daughter to such as me ; 
but the girl had a spirit of her own, and she stood 
by me, and we were married in spite of all. We 
did pretty well for a time, but then work got slack, 
and there seemed little enough food to keep Bessie 
and the children, — we had two in those days, a boy 
and girl — and the little maid, if she had lived, would 
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have been just at the age of Letty here. I used to 
look for her sweet face when I came home tired of 
an evening, and like to feel the little hands pulling 
my whiskers, and hear the little voice calling * Dad.* 

" But she died, and Bessie took on terrible, but 
all in a silent sort of way, that near drove me mad. 
I used to go to the ale-house to try and forget my 
trouble, and I believe, I was like a devil when the 
drink began to get hold of me. I had never cared 
for the boy as I did for little Lizzie, he was master- 
ful and hot-tempered like his mother, and we never 
managed him well. She spoiled him, or at least I 
thought so, and that made me treat them both like 
a brute, till one day Bessie came to me, looking 
like a mad woman, and said words that seemed to 
go right through my brain, half dazed with drink 
as I was. 

"I had driven her boy away from his home, 
(Willie had been missing some days, and she had 
somehow found out that he had run off to sea, and 
gone on board a coaler bound for Christiania,) and I 
had made that home a liell to them both, and she 
would live with me no more. She wanted nothing 
from me, would take nothing but a few clothes and 
my little Lizzie's likeness, and she would keep her- 
self from starving as best she might, and never see 
my face again." 
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"And has she kept her word ?" 

" Yes, I was mad with drink and rage, and sorrow 
too, for I loved Willie in my way, and I bade her 
with an oath go where she would, and never trouble 
me living or dying again." 

"And your son? Have you never had tidings 
of him r 

"Yes, once, he was doing well then as cabin-boy 
in a merchantman. But the letter was to his mother, 
and the sight of her name angered me, and I flung 
the letter into the fire and never wrote back. It 
is ten years since we parted, and whether Bessie 
be alive now I know not. I changed employers a 
good many times, a job here and a job there, and 
usually a quarrel at the end as you may suppose. 
But I never stopped anjnvhere till I met Charles 
Stone, and somehow we grew to be friends. Folks 
said it was odd, the best fellow and the worst in the 
parish, hand in glove together, but Charlie never 
cared. He stuck by me and was the best friend I 
ever had. And when he died the little maid was 
good to me for his sake, and her face minded me 
of what Lizzie's might have been, and I'd have laid 
down my miserable life for hers any day. It wasn't 
much to do," he added dreamily. 

"Greater love hath no man than this," quoted 
the clergyman reverently. "Our LORD Himself 
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said those words, Moore, of those who might be 
willing to die for their friends. No, don't turn 
away, I am not going to weary you with preaching, 
but I would comfort you, would bring a ray of light 
at last into your sad heart if I could, and only His 
Love can do that You gave your life for little 
Letty and the rest — willingly, unhesitatingly, — and 
see how they love and are grateful to you, only 
longing by word or deed to express the fulness of 
their hearts. And our LORD died for you, for us 
all. Will you harden your heart and reject that 
great Love, that Sacrifice so willingly offered ?" 

Mr. Crawford waited a few moments, but the 
sick man's face was hidden and no reply came. 
Presently Letty crept softly into the room, and 
with a whispered word to her the clergyman went 
away. 

Deep and fervent were the prayers which he 
offered that night for this poor darkened spirit, 
feeling as he did that the space left for repentance 
was very brief. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

" T'M thinking you'll be the best to go, Missis," 
J- said good-natured Farmer Hughes to his 
wife a few days later, " 'Tis certain there's no time 
to lose, even if we weren't afraid of the poor 
chap's changing his mind. I'd do it fast enough, 
but women folk know better how to deal with 
one another." 

"'Tisn't a pleasant job," said Mrs. Hughes re- 
signedly, "howsoever, we owe the poor fellow a 
good turn, as you say, George, and no doubt he'll 
die easier for making up the old quarrel with his 
wife. How did he ever come to consent ?" 

'■' Mr. Crawford and the doctor talked him over 
between them, he hasn't got many days to live, and 
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as it comes nearer, I believe he's in mortal fear of 
dying." 

" And yet he's the bravest man I ever saw," said 
Mrs. Hughes thoughtfully. 

" Brave ! ay, that he is, with anything of earthly 
danger or suffering. There he lies, his face all drawn 
up with pain, yet never a groan or complaint. It's 
the thought of going away out of life, into the place 
beyond the grave, that's what takes all the heart 
out of him. And Mr. Crawford thinks his mind will 
be more at rest when he has seen his wife, and they 
have forgiven one another the past. It is a dis- 
agreeable job for you, Milly, I know, but you are a 
kind-hearted soul and won't grudge the trouble." 

"There, have done with your wheedling," said 
Mrs. Hughes good-naturedly. " Let us get some- 
thing settled. Is it sure and certain the woman is 
in Bristol now ?" 

" So Mr. Crawford says. They traced her through 
some of the neighbours in the village where she and 
Stephen parted. There was one who had been 
kind to her boy, when as I take it, he was pretty 
short of victuals, and after she went away Mrs. 
Moore wrote once or twice to this woman. The 
last address was a lodging house in some wretched 
alley in Bristol, down near the river. I've got it 
written down here." 
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" Well, it is best to lose no time ; I may as well 
go to-morrow. John can drive me to Emsbury 
with the bay cob to catch the early train, and you 
meet me coming back at night I can do it in the 
day by starting early." 

And the kind-hearted woman actually set off 
the next morning, not without many a nervous 
qualm that she might be going on a fooFs errand. 

Stephen was visibly weaker, even fittle Letty 
perceived the change, as she sat by him that hot 
July afternoon, fanning away the flies and bathing 
his aching head with vinegar. He had been silent 
for some time, but his face wore tokens of such 
suffering that once she softly asked him if the pain 
were worse. 

"Yes," he said shortly; then after a pause, 
" Letty, when you were so ill last spring, did you 
ever think about dying ?" 

" Sometimes," the child answered half shyly, " but 
it used to frighten me." 

" Even you ? A pure child heart, ah me ! what 
do you suppose it is to me ! All black darkness, a 
deep black hole, with no way out into safety, no 
light." 

" Oh, yes ! the light is there, it is only our ^y^s 
that are dim and can't reach it! Please let me 
think a minute, and then I shall be able to tell you. 
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When I was at Westport, and getting better and 
able to go out, one of the head nurses took me out 
by the sea wall, and we went into a shop to see a 
picture, a beautiful large picture by a famous painter, 
only I forget his name. It was being taken round 
the country and shown to people at sixpence a 
head, but my nurse had a free pass, and one of the 
ladies had paid for me, because they thought, as I 
had been so ill, the picture would remind me not to 
be frightened another time." 

" Well, what was it about ?" 

'' It had a Latin name, that they told me meant 
' Light in darkness.' There was a girl, dressed in 
white, quite young she looked, and oh! so pale, 
with large eyes wide open and looking half afraid. 
And under her feet was a sort of tombstone, and a 
skull and a broken crown lay near, and withered 
leaves among the grass, and all so dark and gloomy, 
as if some storm and dreadful blast of wind had 
just passed by. But the girl was not looking down, 
for by her side stood a tall noble figure crowned 
with light, with a beautiful face bending down to- 
wards her, — oh ! so gentle, and calm, and strong ; 
one felt as if she must be quite safe, for he was 
holding one rf her hands, as if to keep her up, and 
she was just touching his arm — half frightened — 
with the other. And the nurse told me that this 
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young girl was supposed to be dying, passing 
through the valley of the shadow of death, you 
know, that David wrote about, and at first she was 
frightened as I was, but the dear LORD jESUS 
came and stood by her, and held her hand, and 
bade her hold fast by Him and not be frightened ; 
and then she began to look up, and to forget all 
the gloom and darkness under her feet, and to see 
only the glorious light and beauty of His face, 
and to hear His voice saying, ' Fear not, for I am 
with thee ; be not dismayed, for I am thy GOD : 
I will strengthen thee ; yea, I will help thee ; yea, 
I will uphold thee with the right hand of My 
righteousness.* " 

In her eagerness Letty had almost forgotten her 
listener, but as she ceased, nearly out of breath, 
and her eyes bright with the remembrance of the 
painter's glorious allegory, she saw that his face wsis 
hidden. 

Presently he said brokenly, "What was it you 
said about David ? He had nought to do with the 
picture, had he T 

"Oh, don't you know?" and Letty took up a 
Prayer Book that lay near, and turned quickly to 
the twenty-third Psalm. 

As she finished the last verse, her patient's eyes 
were closed, and for some hours he lay in a heavy 
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fitful slumber, from which he was only fully roused 
by the returning wheels of the farmer's spring-cart. 

There were hushed voices in the kitchen, and a 
little bustle in the house : then silence, and then for 
the second time that day Mr. Thornton came in, 
felt the invalid's pulse, and asked a question or 
two, his brisk cheery tones softened as they ever 
were in presence of suffering and danger. 

"Little nurse," he said quietly, for Letty had 
patiently kept her post through all the long summer 
afternoon, " I think you must bid your patient good 
night now. But first I have a new prescription I 
should like him to try, it is downstairs in the 
kitchen, will you fetch it ? They tell me he always 
takes his medicine best from you." 

" Yes, Moore," he continued as the child left the 
room, " we have taken you at your word, your wife 
is here. She has gone through much hardship 
and suffering," he added, watching the painful work- 
ing of the man's rugged face, "and there is for- 
giveness needed on both sides, such forgiveness, 
as I for one, have learnt that we ourselves need 
every day from One Whom we have more deeply 
offended." 

As he spoke the door opened, and Letty's little 
figure entered, leading by the hand, a tall haggard- 
faced woman. It seemed as if she would have hung 



Light in Darkness, 113 

back at the door, but the child with her sweet un- 
conscious tact drew her onwards. 

One glance at the once powerful form now prone 
and helpless, the harsh-lined face, stamped already 
with the impress of approaching death, and the 
woman sank on her knees, sobbing, as she clasped 
the nerveless hand between her own. 

" Oh, Stephen, that it should have conje to this, 
you so hale and strong, that never knew a day's 
sickness in your life !" 

" Yes, Bessie," he said with a half grim smile, 
" Tm pretty nigh done for. Serve me right may be 
for not turning my strength to better account when 
I had it. Willie'd not have much call to be afraid 
of his old dad now, eh, Bessie? Have you ever 
heard of the lad 1 Many's the time my heart has 
smote me for the way I misused him, and you 
too." 

" Willie's doing well ; there was a sailor in Bristol 
not long since who had been with him in one 
voyage, and called him a likely lad. He's in the 
West Indies now, and will be home may be afore 
winter. Oh, Stephen ! I was wrong in the old days 
too, I aggravated you with my temper, and put the 
lad up to be saucy, — but only get well, and we'll 
begin again and I'll try to make you happy yet." 

" No, lass, no," the sad far away look came into 

I 
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his eyes again, " it's too late, and may be it's best, 
best so for you and the boy. I haven't in me to do 
any good, drink and temper together have been 
the ruin of me, and you're better quit of a bad 
bargain. But I'm glad to have seen you once 
more and s^poken a kind word, — and you'll let by- 
gones be by-gones, and stay with me to the last, 
old girl, won't you ?" 



CONCLUSION. 

THE SHADOWS ARE DISPELLED. 

" "pOOR Stephen Moore! So lonely in his life, 
-L yet so honoured in his death ! I never re- 
member, since we came here, seeing any village 
funeral so lai^ely attended." 

"Yes," said Mr. Crawford, as weary with the 
labours of a long and busy day, he leant back in a 
low chair in his verandah, and watched his wife 
flitting to and fro among her flowers, " It was a 
very touching sight : the poor sad gaunt-looking 
widow in her place as chief mourner, and sweet 
little Letty, looking like a ministering angel by her ' 
side ; then the Squire and his boys, bent on doing 
honour to the memory of Perc/s preserver; Mr. 
and Mrs. Hughes and all their labourers, and many 
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others with whom in his lifetime poor Moore was 
scarcely on speaking terms." 

" And you were hopeful of him at the last ? You 
thought him softened and repentant ?" 

" Deeply so, — the one great difficulty was to con- 
tend with his despair, and tendency to believe that 
he had sinned beyond the reach of pardon. He 
was not exactly frightened, the same moody deter- 
mined obstinacy that had pursued him through 
life seemed to have hardened into a sort of stern 
despair. He must be lost, and he would die as he 
had lived, apart from all reach of pity or of love. 
I scarcely knew how to meet this, or how to make 
him realise the possibility of a SAVIOUR'S pardon- 
ing love." 

" Yet he softened at last ?" 

"Yes, the simple teaching and persuasion of a 
little child effected more than all my doctrine. I 
found Letty telling him for the third or fourth time, 
about a picture she had been taken to see at West- 
port, and which had made a deep impression on her 
imagination, Sir Noel Paton's beautiful *Lux in 
Tenebris.' So vivid was the description, that the 
poor fellow's darkened mind began to see through 
the eyes of the child's loving faith, and he learned 
to connect the thought of the SAVIOUR'S strong 
upholding hand, of His gentle soul-calming voice. 
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with the words of the twenty-third Psalm, which 
Mrs. Hughes tells me, he was for ever begging 
Letty or his wife to read to him. 

" The Squire intends to put up a small stone cross 
to his memory, recording the manner in which he 
met his death, and underneath, the words which at 
last brought him hope and comfort : 

" * Yea, though I walk through the Valley of the 
Shadow of Death, I will fear no evil, for Thou art 
with me ; Thy rod and Thy staff, they comfort 
me.' " 
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" a very pleasant, well-written story, which some will prefer to the two for- 
mer ones as being more engaged with real modem life, though there is romance 
in it enough to content any one. There is no lack of fun in the story, and it is 
altogether a fascinating book, which will be liked by alL" — Guardian. 

The Little Blue Lady, and other Tales. Small 

Svo.f cloth, 4s. 6d. 

" These stories are all interesting in their various ways, and are told well." 
■^Saturday Revirw. 

" All the stories are well written. There will be no hesitation on the part of 
any one who reads the book in admitting that it is highly interesting, and is 
possessed of much dramatic iorcc."—Scots?nan, 

" A charming collection. The volume is full of good things."— JifiTrMw^ 
Post. 

The Beautiful Face. A Tale for Young and Old. 

Small 8vo., clothf 48. 6d. 

" Mrs. Mitchell has shown f^at dexteritjr in a very difficult work in her story 
of 'The Beautiful Face.' This is not precisely what would be called 'a Sun- 
day bo<dc, ' yet there is in it a strong infusion of religious teaching. This infusion, 
however, is never too perceptible: it flavours, but it does not dominate Mrs. 
Mitchell's story. It is a good bit of work of its particular class."— ^Ae Tinus, 

Hatherleigh Cross. 18mo., cloth. Is. 
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^ales for ISocs mtf Girls, foiti^ Blnstrations, 

By STELLA AUSTIN. 
Mother Bunch. Small 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The life of ' Mother Bunch' is a lesson in itself, good for folks young and 
old to learn. The illustrations are very good." — Bookseller. 

" The object of the story is to brin? heaven nearer. We think that the author 
has quite succeeded in her aim, for uttle Mother Bunch's character is a sweet 
one. the contemplation of which cannot fail to benefit all thoughtful readers 
of the book."— C*a«fvA Sells. 

Kenneth's Children. Small 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" This is one of the best books for children of the season. It is a bright and 
healthy tale, and all children wUl like it."— Staftdarel. 

" Boys and girls will like the story of ' Kenneth's Children,' for it is expressly 
told for them, and is a capital family Xalit."— Daily Telegraph, 

Other People. A Story of Modern Chivalry. 

Small 8vo., cloth, Ss. 6d. 

"The story is well told, and the scenes full of interest There is a strong 
nnder-current of healthy, moral teaching throughout the whole story."— fitf'^ 
lish Churchtnan. 

Oreat-Grandmother's Shoes. Second edition. 

Small 8vo., cloth, ss. 6d. 

"This is a capital story for children, being pervaded throughout by a re. 

never descends to preachii^ or 
be eagerly read and ^orougUy 
may faSJ'— Public Opinion. 

Our Next Door Neighbour. Third edit. Small 

8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d. 

" A perfectly delightful little book which every child ought to be enabled to 
ei\]oy. It is uioroughly natural and childlike, and Miss Austin is to be con* 
gratulated on her success throughout."— AftfrKtin^ Post. 

Pat. Third edition. Small 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" A vexy ddightful story. The boys and girls for whom it is intended irill 
find ' Pat a very welcome and attractive present."— ^oAn B*Ul. 

Ben Cramer : Working Jeweller. Second edit. 

Small 8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d. 

" It is not often that a pleasanter or better written story for children can be 
met with than 'Ben Cramer: Working Jeweller.' The tone of the book is 
thoroughly wholesome, and it is, in fact, one which any child may read with 
profit, and which cannot possibly do harm to anybody."— ^Atf Scotsman. 

Uncle Philip. Third edition. Small 8yo., cloth, 

38. Od. 

"Stella Austin writes for both boys and girls. Her ' Uncle Philip* is a very 
cheery tale, full of a healthy humour, and inculcating, wiUiout too directly 
pointing, a most excellent moraL"— FAc Titnes. 
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For Old Sake's Sake. Third edition. Small 8vo., 

cloth, 8s. 

" Another pretty and natural story by the pleasant author of ' Rags and 
Tatters,' with no lack of incident, humour, delineation of character, or what- 
ever else is essential to successful story-telUng. Miss Austin has the mystery 
of her craft, and knows how to blend the touching and pathetic with the 
humorous and the graphic"— ify^/uA Churchman. 

Raos and Tatters. Sixth edit. Small 8vo., cl. 3s. 

" 'Rags and Tatters' is a good book, and is written by a good writer, with 
feeling, and piety, and common sense, three excellent things which do not 
always accompany each other." — Momingr Post. 

Stumps. Sixth edition. 16mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 
Somebody. Fifth edition. 16mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 
Wings. A Story for Children. 6d. ; cloth, Is. 

By the Aathor of '' The Chorister Brothers." 
AuLD Fernies' Son. Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s. 

" The reader's interest is fully sustained from cover to cover, and if the story 
is not so exciting as a novel is expected to be, it is only because real life is 
more prosaic than wild imagination fancies it. It is a church story free from 
churcn caat."— Church Times. 

The Chorister Brothers. Fifth edition. Crown 

8vo., Ss. 6d. 

" This is a thoroughly good book, and deserves a lara^ely extended circle of 
readers. We give it our very high commendation."— CAwrrA Times. 

" The story is told with liveliness and simplicity, and we follow it with interest 
to the end. The manner is much more than the matter in this sort of books, 
and in this instance the manner is very good." — Guardian. 

The Incumbent of Axhill. A Sequel to "The 

Chorister Brothers." Crown 8vo., Ss. fid. 

The Children of the Chapel. A Tale of the 

Times of Queen Elizabeth. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. ss. 

" A charminely told tale. The author has the rare art of not only «^"Ht*ng 
but retaining tlie sympathy of his readers."— rA« Reader. 

" The Chudren of the Chapel is an old favourite. We hope the present 
generation of readers will appreciate it as highly as it deserves, and as earlier 
readers undoubtedly did." — Literary Churchman. 

Mark Dennis ; or, the Engine-Driver. A Tale of 

the Railway. Second edition. l8mo., 3s. 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. Fcap. 

8vo., cloth, 3S. 

" Contains some of the best sacred poetry we have read for some time. The 
poems are happy in conception, felicitously expressed, and admirable in tone." 
--Church Bells. 

" One of the best volumes of sacred poetry which have issued from the press 
for some time. It is particularly worthy of notice that the high level is main- 
tained throughout."— y«An Buff. 

a2 
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By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 

T^ Literary Churchman says—" Dr. Neale's ' Stories of the Crusades,' 
* Duchenier,' 'The Farm of Aptonf^a/ and abore all, ' The Egyptian Wan- 
derers,/ are inimitable. Dr. Neale could tell a story with admircible spirit, and 
throw into it such touches of life, so much observation of natiure, tnat they 
were vivid in the picture they presented to the imagination." 

New Edition, crown 8vo., 4s. 0d. 

DUCHENIER ; or, the Revolt of La Vendue. 

This story conveys a correct idea of the principles which actuated the French 
Loyalists during the period of the Revolution which intervened between the 
downfall of the Gironaists, May, 1793, and the fall of Robespierre, July 37, 1794. 

Theodoba Phranza ; or, the Fall of Constantinople. 

Second edition. Crown 8vo., 6s. 
"The subject— the last days of the Byzantine Empire, and its final downfall 
at the stormmg of Constantinople— is a lofty one, and it is worthily treated. 
The tale is full of thrilling interest both in its fictional and its historical aspects." 
—Scotsman. 

Stories of the Crusades. Third edition. Fcap. 

8vo., 38. 6d. 

" Displays an extraordinary acquaintance with the manners and customs of 
the atge, as well as great powers of description. Each page almost is a picture 
which seems to us to fairly represent both what was good and what was evU 
in the system which it illustrates." — EccUsiastic. 

The Egyptian Wanderers. A Tale of the Tenth 

Persecution. Third edition. l8mo., 8s. 

This story has a particular interest firom the incidents in it being 
connected with the ground traversed by the British Troops in Upper 
Egypt and the Desert. 

" Mr. Neale's command of the facts of early Church History is well known, 
and his power of using his gpreat knowledge in the composition of picturesque 
and striking Children s Books, most of our readers are well acquainted with. 
This book will be found by no means his least successful effort." — Guardian. 

The Farm of Aptonga. A Story of the Times of 

S.Cyprian. Second edition. l8mo.,cloth,38.; wrapper, l8.0d. 

Evenings at Sackville College with my Chil- 

DRBN. Tliird edition. l8mo., Ss. 

Lent Legends. Stories for Children from Church 

History. Second edition. 18mo., 28. 

The Followers of the Lord ; Stories from 

Church History. Fourth edition. l8mo., 28. 

Sunday Afternoons at an Orphanage, contain- 
ing Twenty-three Short Discourses addressed to the Children 
of S. Margaret's Orphanage, East Grinsted, on the afternoons 
of Sundays and Holy Days. Third edition. l8mo., 2s. 
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Tales Illustrative of the Apostles' Creed. 

A New Edition. Fcap. 8vo., 28. Od. 

The Triumphs of the Cross. Part I. Tales of 

Christian Heroism. Sixth edition. 18mo., 38. Part II. Tales 
of Christian Endurance. Fifth edition. l8mo., 2s. 

Stories from Heathen Mtthologt. ISmo., 2s. 

By FLORENCE WILFORD. 
Short Stories for Mothers' Meetings. Fcap. 

AVO., cloth, 28. 

" They are wholesome, fluent, and ^acefuUy told." — Church Times. 

" They have a truth to nature and a tenderness of tone that recommend 
them gpreatly. All are excellent tales to use when it is convenient to read a 
brief narrative, complete at once."— Z^t/lwary Churchman. 

A Vantage Ground, and other Tales. Crown 8vo., 

cloth, 4s. 6d. 

" There is a great s^race and sweetness, and some humour of a quiet and 
plasrftd sort in uiis book, and the deep undercurrent of the highest Church 
doctrine is always felt, though never obtrusive."— T'A^ Guardian. 

A Maiden of Our Own Day. 2nd Edition. Crown 

8vo., cloth, 6s. 

" An eminently bright, delicate, and tender story— one pleasant to read, and 
pleasant to think ovcr."—ScotHsh Guardian. 

Little Lives and a Great Love. Dedicated to the 

Children of the Society of the Love of Jesus. 2nd Edition. 
lOmo., 28. 6d. 

" Any one who wishes to see the highest Church Doctrine put before chil- 
dren in the most wise and right principled way had better read ' Little Lives 
and a Great Love,' which contains several noble stories in all of which the 
'Great Love' is the constraining spirit and the one thought."— Literary 
Churchman. 

The Master of Churchill Abbots, and his 

Littlb Fribnds. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

The King of a Day ; or, Glimpses of French Life 

in the Fifteenth Century. iSmo., cloth, is. 

" An historic legend of the turbulent times that preceded the advent of 
Joan of Arc. The authoress has written a pretty story in a \cry pleasant way. 
^e volume will well repay perusal." — Library Churchman. 

An Author's Children. 18mo., cloth. Is. 

" A very pretty little story. We cannot praise it higher than by saying that 
it is not unworthy of the Author of 'A Maiden of our own Day.' —Guardian. 

Joy in Duty. 18mo. 6d. 
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Published by J, Masters Sf Co., 



By C. A. JONES. 

Old Crumpet, the Shoemaker. A Tale of Two 

Missions. With Preface by the Rev. W. J. Knox- Little, Canon 
of Worcester. With three Illustrations. Small 8vo., dothj 
2s. 

"Canon Knox-Little has introduced this little stoiy in a short Preface, and 
those who read it will feel that his commendation is just. The brave old man 
has been reached by the Mission, and his loving care of the grandchildren is 
a good story touchingly told. Refreshingly natural as it is, and destitute of the 
slightest cant, the author of ' Little Captain Dick' has in this prettilyillustrated 
volume given us another interesting study of ctiar&ctcr."—BooJkseiier. 

Little Ready Cry ; or, the Sorrows of Six Years 

Old. From the French of Madame Colomb. By C. A. Jones. 
With numerons Illustrations. Lai^e l6mo., 38. 6d. 

" There is much originality in this pretty tale, and we heartily recommend 
it as a book sure to please. The illustrations are well executed.''— /*wd/fi!: 
opinion. 

" A charming little story, translated--and admirably translated— from the 
French. Comparatively tew children's stories come to us from the French, 
and this is quite one of the best we have seen.'*~-^t/uMautn. 

Little Captain Dick. With twelve Illustrations 

by J. K. Sadler. Small 8vo., 3s. 

" The tale is a very pretty one, and is certain to be popular with Missjones's 
fittle clients."— CAwr*:* Times. 

" Written by a practised hand, and specially calculated to attract a sraaU 
hoy."— Puilic Opinion. 

Complete in 8 vols., handsomely boond in cloth, Ss. each. 
In an ornamental box, suitable for presentation, 308. 

Stories foe the Christian Year. A New Series 

of stories for every Sunday and Holyday throng'hoat the Year. 

The Series is suitable for the Home or Parochial Library, and 
forms an attractive Gift Book for the Young. 
The Work may also be had in twenty-two Farts, 6d. each. 

" Very excellent and interesting. They are suited for children of all classes, 
and we can hardly imagine a fitter or more welcome prize book."<— CAMrtrA 
Quarteriy. 

"They are simple, pleasing, and good, and we hope they will please our 
readers as much as they have pleased us."^Literary Churchman. 

" These touchi^ little stones will prove both attractive and instructive to 
young people."— 5*0^^ Bull. 

" inie stories are undeniably pretty."— CAm#vA BeUs. 

Stories on the Church Catechism. Edited, 

with Preface, by the Rev. W. J. Knox-Little, M.A., Canon of 
Worcester, and Vicar of Hoar Cross. Fourth Edition. Four 
vols., lOmo., cloth, ss. 6d. each. 
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Not quite a Heroine. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Ss. 

" A nicelytoned auiet story of girlbh usefulness and influence. The thoug^hts 
and purposes are all exceUent."— Guardian. 
" '^Not quite a Heroine' is a delightful story."— 7a*» Bull. 

Gertrude Dacre. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 28. 
Stories of the Wonderful Kingdom and some 

OF ITS Soldiers and Skryants. With forty-two Illustra- 
tions. Small 4to., cloth, 38. 6d. 

" This is a book we are veiy glad to see, as it will brin^ some of the noblest 
scenes in Church History within the ken of the very smaUest children. Just as 
Bible Stories are told to them. Thirty-eight stories in the simplest language 
of Saints and Martyrs of all ages must give the little readers some sense of ue 
continuity and oneness of the Church. A child brought up on such stories as 
these would hardly fail to know at least what is meant m the Creed by the 
' Holy CathoUc Church.' "—Guardian. 

By the Rev. W. 6RESLE7, M.A. 

Fcap. Svo., cloth. 

The Forest of Arden. A Tale illustrative of the 

English Reformation. 38. ; cheap edition, 28. 

The author has here diligently endeavoured to write on the Reformation 
without the spirit of partizanship, to describe things as they were. 

The Siege of Lichfield. A Tale illustrative of 

the Great Rebellion. 3s. ; cheap edition, is. 8d. 

The narrative commences early in the year 164a, and carries us through the 
Great Rebellion, when England was convulsed with faction, showing the 
sufferings and miseries that attended it. 

Bernard Leslie. The Revival of Church Princi- 
ples in England. 3s. 

Bernard Leslie. Second Part. The Progress of 

the Church Movement. 38. 

The Portrait of an English Churchman. A 

new and cheaper edition. 28. 6d. 

This b an attempt to paint the feelings, habits of thought, and mode of 
action which naturally flow from a sincere attachment to the system of belief 
and discipline of our Church. 

SOPHRON AND Neologus ; or Common Sense Phi- 
losophy. 38. 

Holiday Tales. 16mo. 2s. 

CONTENTS :— The Magical Watch, Mr. Bull and the Giant Atmodes, Old 
Pedro, Adventures of a Bee. 

4. 4 
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By the Rev. EDWARD MONRO, M.A. 
Sacre d Allegories of Christian Life an d Death. 

Fcap. 8 vo., cloth, is. each; in a new and improved binding 
with an Illustration to each. In two vols, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Thr Dark Rivrr. An Alleg:ory on Death. 

The Vast Armt. An Allegory on Fighting the good Fight 

of Faith. 
Thb Combatants. An Allegory showing how a Christian 

should contend with and overthrow his enemies. 
The Rbvellkrs. An Allegory on the Lord's Second 

Coming. The MiDNioarr Sea ; or the Great Pilot our 

only Refuge in Storms. The Wanderer; or Sheep 

without a Shepherd. 
The Journby Home. Intended to illustrate some of the 

leading features of the Christian life. 
The Dark Mountains. A Sequel to the Journey Home. 

A Fine Edition of the Allegories complete in one vol. 
With Illnstrations engraved hy Sir. J. D. Cooper. Hand- 
somely hound in cloth, crown 8yo., 7s. 6d. 

Walter the Schoolmaster ; or, Studies of Cha- 
racter in a bo^s' school. 4th edition. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, Ss. 

" Brings out the reugious aspect of the Schoolmaster's office in its bearing 
on the moral training of the Cnristian soul, to whom he is in some measure a 
Pastor." — Guardian. 

Basil the Schoolboy ; or, the Heir of Arundel. 

A Story of School Life. 5th edition. Small Bvo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 
" Intended to paint the characters of boys in large modem Schools ; the 
characters have had their types in most Schools, and are painted with a con* 
sistency that gives a life-like character to every scene."— Hcclestastic. 

True Stories of Cottagers. 18mo. Cloth, or 

in a packet, 2s. 

Eustace; or, the Lost Inheritance. A Tale of 

School Life. Fcap. 8vo. 2S. 
" A remarkably interestmg and religious story which in a very impressive 
manner conveys to both ola and young many vrise lessons showing most pro- 
minently the lasting happiness of those who strive faithfully to gain a heavenly 
inheritance."— i>«£r InteUigreHcer. 

Pascal the Pilgrim. A Tale for Young Com- 

municants. Fcap. Bvo. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Footprints in the Snow. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Harry and Archie ; or, First and Last Commu- 
nion, and the danger of delay, is. cloth. 

Nanny. A Sequel to " Harry and Archie." 6d. ; 

cloth, is. 

Harry and Archie, with Sequel. Fcap. 8vo., 

cloth gilt, IS. 6d. 
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Claudian. a Tale of the Second Century. Fcap. 

8vo., limp cloth. Is. 

Tales fob the Million. Fcap. 8vo., cloth gilt, 

la. 6<1. 

Midsummer Eve. 6d. ; cloth, Is. 



^¥ 



By the Rev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 
Homeward Bound : the Voyage, and the Voyagers : 

the Pilot, and the Port. Third edition. Crown 8vo., 48. 

" It is a review of the cares, the duties, the troubles of life ; the consolations 
that enable souls to bear, the principles upon which it behoves them to act ; 
the hopes that brighten the darkest prospects of the traveller through the 
world. It is no unworthy gift to the Church from one who has servedner so 
well by his pen in past time."— Literary Churchman. 

A Student Penitent of 1695. Crown 8vo.,4s. 6d. 

" The wh'^le book is a gem. But it is the latter part which charms us most. 
It is full of suggestiveness, and that of a very delicate and beautiful kind. For 
sick persons or for those who have much (or indeed anything) to do with the 
sick It will be most valuable."— Z.»ferary Churchman. 

The Owlet of Owlstone Edge : his Travels, his 

Experience, and his Lucubrations. Fifth and cheaper edition. 
Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Curate of Cumberworth, and The Vicar 

OP RoosT. Second edition. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

S. Antholin's ; or, Old Churches and New. New 

edition, ismo. is. ; cloth, is. fid. 

Tales of the Village. A New edition. Three 

Parts in One Vol. Fcap. Bvo., 5s. fid. 
The Romanist— The Dissenter— The Infidel. 

Tales of the Village Children. Seventh edit. 

The First and Second Series reprinted in one vol., 18mo., 
cloth, with 10 Illustrations, 2s. fid., formerly published at 28. 
each. 

" A capital book for parochial libraries, and well fitted for reading at 
mothers' meetings, or other like gatherings."— CAwrcA Ttm€s. 

The Hope of the Katzekopfs; or, the Sorrows 

of Selfishness. Fifth edition. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

"We must not forget to recommend a book the moderate price of which 
leaves no nurserv library excusable for its absence. It is a charming story and 
ought to be much more widely known than it is. We cannot recommend it too 
highly to those who have not already made friends with it,"— -Aunt yudys 
Mogcuiine. 

The Warden of Berkingholt. Fcap. 8vo., 2s. 6d. 

" Enters fully into the responsibilities which rank, property, and education 
involve." — English Revino. 
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By Mrs. C. F. ALEXANDER. 
The Baron's Little Daughter, and other Tales. 

Fifth edition, ismo. 2s. 6d. 
" The most delis^htful little volume that we have met with for a vfery long 
time,— ^e poetiy even surpassing^ the prose in beauty."— fcc^ierutjAc. 

The Lord of the Forest and his Vassals. 

Fifth Edition. Ss. 6d. 
An aUM^ory representing the real strife against Sin, the World, and the 
Devil, which all have to fight. 

SIXTY-THIRD EDITION. 

Hymns for Little Children. 18mo., wrapper, 

Od. ; doth, 18. ; French morocco, 28. ; morocco, 48. 

Koyal 32mo., wrapper, 3d. ; cloth, 6d. 

48mo., Id. 

Set to Music by Dr. Gauntlett. Fcap. 4to., 

wrapper, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, 48. 

Set to Music by E. C. A. Chepmell. Parts 



I. and II., Is. each. 

A new edition handsomely printed on 



thick toned paper, with red border lines, l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 
With Twelve Photographs, cloth, gilt edges, 6s. j mor. los. 

Hymns, Descriptive and Devotional, for the use 

of Schools. Royal 32mo. 2d. ' 

Moral Sonos, with Thirty-nine Vignette Illustra- 
tions, ismo., wrapper, 6d.; cloth, is.; French morocco, 2s. 

Koyal 32mo., wrapper, 3d. 

Illustrated. With Eighty-five engrav- 
ings on wood, from original drawings by eminent artists. 
Small 4to., cloth, reduced in price from 68. to 38. 6d. 

" Amongst the numerous editions of poems which have been published as a 
kind of pretext for grouping together the choicest efforts of the wood-engraver's 
art, it may be safely affirmed uat few, if any, have excelled this of Mrs. Alex- 
ander's. The landscape and marine sketthes by Wimperis, Boot, Leitch, and 
Skelton are lovely. Altogether it is hardly possible to conceive a more beau- 
tiful present."— C*«rc* Ttmes. 

"A volume of real beauty and exquisite taste."— L^erary Churchman. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 3d. 

Set to Music for one or two voices, by A. F. 

Fcap. 4to., wrapper, 2s. 6d. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each 6d., wrapper. In one vol., cloth, is. 6d. 
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By Miss C. M. TOHGE. 
HbhbIetta's Wisb. a Tale. Uniform with "The 

Tvo Guidluu." 81x01 (fltfani. Crown STO.. <>. (d. 

" We lure «aldam •«& A book for Ika yfluH tau ounAtcd, oriaaie true 
to nuura. Tin gtff bLU H jui jogd — d wd ■ flMA^Bo vide that no child 



„. m.''-irm'K&irC/irmicU. 

e clunctcn, dUont, titt tndnea luid tiwQr^nitBy w tile icenH 

The Two Guardians; or. Home in this World. 

By MisB KATHARINE D. CORNISH. 
HouDATB AT Bkinhicohbe. a Story for Children. 



tl]elTbHKh^eredhme^«Bdue■ The plctdtes ete encellfiU, end any child wU] 

Ph(ebe's Pool. A Story for Children. With Illu». 



By W. H. DAVENPORT ADAMS. 
Heroes of the Cross. A Series of Biographical 
Studl« of Salntif Hutrn. nod ChrUtimn Plooeen. Cruvzi 
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TALES FOB CHORISTERS. 
In the Choir and Out of the Choir. 18mo., 

cloth. Is. 
" It is one of the best, if not absolutely the best story for a Choristers' or a 
National School Library we have seen. We stronfj^ly urge all our friends to 
buy it.''~-Literaty Churchman. 

Stories for Choristers. 18mo. 28. 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 4d. 

The Island Choir; or, the Children of the Child 

Jbsus. Third edition. 4d. 

Trebursaye School ; or, the Power of Example. 6d. 

The Chorister's Fall. By the Author of " Tre- 
bursaye School.** 4d. 

The Choristers of S. Mart's. A Legend, a.d. 

1143. 4d. 

Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 4d. 
The Singers. By the Rev. F. £. Paget. 4d. 



Abbey Lands. A Tale. By W. S. Rockstro. 

Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

" We must here take leave of the author, greatlv commending the high tone 
•f principle and the devoted fervour with which his work is filled thronghont. 
.... Tne book is interesting, gracefully written, and rich in true andnoble 
thoughts."— Ecciesiasttc. 

Archie's Ambition. A Tale. 18mo., cloth, Is. 

"A most exquisite story; and though of extreme pathos yet without un> 
reality or affectation. It has the warmest recommendation we can possibly 
t^ve.— Literary Churchman. 

AviCE; or, a Page from the History of Imperial 

Rome. By £. F. Pollard. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. fid. 

" A charming little story of early Christian faith and stni%;gles under Caligula 
and Nero. The author has taken much pains with the work, and the result 
is the production of a most interesting book. In it will be found a delicious 
freshness that would make the reputation of a bigger book."— Pudtic O^inian. 

Adventures of Olaf Tryggveson, King of 

Norway. A Tale of the Tenth Century, showing how Chris, 
tianity was introduced into Norway. By Mrs. J. J. Reed. 
Fcap. Rvo. 28. 6d. 

" The authoress has happily combined amusement and instruction. It is no 
light praise that Mrs. Reoi has given us the information so pleasantly that 
very tew will close her book through wearisomeness."— y^An Bull. 

At Granny's; or, Ten Days without Father and 

Mother. Royal l6mo., with Four Illustrations. 
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The Apple Blossom ; or, a Mother's Legacy. By 

Onyx Titian. Fcap. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Ben's Angel. By the Author of " Neddie's Care," 

&c. l6mo. 6d. 

The Birthday. A Tale. By the Author of 

** Gideon," *'Josiah,**&c. Fifth edition. Fcap. Svo. 3s. Od. 
This valuable present book, by a late Noble Lady, contains the account of 
the daily life of three or four younj;^ people, their failu^i^ and virtues. 

The Bishop's Little Daughter. A Tale for 

the Young. Seventh edition. l8mo. Ss. 

Beatrice: a Tale of the Early Christians. By A. 

Bonos. iSmo. is. Od. 

Baptismal Vows; or, the Feast of S. Barnahas. 

iSmo. Is. 

Book of Church History, founded on the Rev. 

W. Palmer's ** Ecclesiastical History.'* 5th edit. iSmo. is. 

Bethany, a Pilgrimage ; and Magdala, a Day by 

the Sea of Galilee. By the Rev. S. C. Malan, Yicar of Broad- 
windsor, Dorset. Second edition. Fcap. Svo. is. fid. 
"A graphic account of what Mr. Malan saw and felt. It will be of service 
to a'la^e class of readers."^C^ifr»fa/ journal. 

The Children of Rose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 

- ISmo. 2s. 
Contents :— The Pride of Rose I.ynn ; Daisy ; Comelie ; Annie Merton ; 
Our Little Kathleen ; Eve Godsmarke. 

" This is a capital collection of stories for reading in the nursery and school- 
room. Interesting and instructive at the same time, they cannot be too 
strongly recommended."— yoAn Buii. 

Chapters on Animals; or, Annie Grant's Play- 
mates. SSmo., cloth, 8d. 

Chapters on Plants ; or, Marion's Herbal. d2mo. 

doth, 8d. 

Chapters on the Te Deum. By the author of 

" Earth's Many Voices." l6mo., cloth, 2s. 

The Child's New Lesson Book, or Stories for Little 

Readers. lOmo. Is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Christmas Present for Children. From the 

German. l8mo. is. 
Gives a lively account of how Christmas-tide was spent by rich and poor, in 
the villa^i^e of Weld ; and the lesson is taught that riches, if spent entirely on 
ourselves, will surely bring disappointment and vexation. 
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Chronicles of S. Mart's ; a Tale of a Sisterhood. 

By S. D. N. Second edition. Crown 8vo., cloth, Os. 

"The book before us is not merely new, but it could not have b^en even 
invented as a fancy sketch by the most imaginative writer a verv few years 
ago. And that because it deals with the now familiar work of Sisterhoods, 
and gives some elimpses into the inner ways of an English Convent. We have 
to thank the author tor some pleasant hours of Tending, and most of those who 
follow our example will gain besides much information which we had gathered 
before in a more direct manner."— CA»rcA Times. 

Cressingham; or, the Missionary. By Charlotte 

Priscilla Adams. Fcap. 8vo. Is. 

Conversations with Cousin Rachel. 4 Parts 

in 1 vol. cloth, 28. 6d. 

Cottage Homes ; or, Tales on the Ten Command- 
ments. By H. Yorlce. With engrayingps. l8mo., cloth, as. 

Charity at Home. By the Author of " Working 

and Waiting." l8mo. Ss. 

member of a family, 
rest by perseverii^e 




and 
exertions 

A Chronicle of Day by Day. By E. S. B. 

Sydney. Fcap. 8vo. 58. 

The Church Catechism. With the Confirmation 

Service. Beautifolly illostrated by John Gilbert. Cheap 
edition, 6d. ; on tinted paper in cloth, gilt edges, is. 

The Churchman's Companion. 

First Series in 40 vols, cloth, published at Ss. Od. each. Some 

of these volumes are out of print, those remaining are offered 

at 18. per vol. 
Second Series, 6 vols, cloth, reduced to Ss. each, or 9s. the set. 
Third Series, enlarged, 32 vols., Svo., cL, reduced to 2s.6d. each, 

or jffs. ss. the set. 
Fourth Series, vols., 8vo., doth, reduced to Ss. Od. each, or 

13s. the set. 

The Coasts of Tyre and Sidon, a Narratiye. By 

the Rev. S. C. Malan. Fcap. Svo. is. 
" No one can follow Mr. Malan in his reverent and truthful description of 
these holy pjaces, without feeling that the scenes have a life and reality im- 
parted to them that in our minds uiey did not possess before."— CAMrcAwaw'j 
CtnpctnitH. 

Classical Tales and Legends. By the Rev. 

W. B. Flower. ISmo. 38. ; cheap edition, is. 

These tales are free translations from parts of Ovid and other authors, and 
adapted to the minds of children. 

Conversations on the History of England, for 

the use of Children. By C. A. B. Edited by the Rev. J. 
Baines. iSmo., Ss. 6d. 
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Deepdene Minster; or, Shadows and Sunshine. 

By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Fcap. Bvo. is. 6d. 

A Drop in the Ocean ; or, Short Legends and Fairy 

Tales. By Agnes and Bessie, is. 

East Readings from the History of England. 

For the use of Little Children. By Mary E. C. Moore. Edited 
by the Rev. M. W. Mayow, M.A. Second edition. l8mo. 28. 

ElGENWiLLlG; or, the Self- Willed. A Fairy Ex- 
travaganza. A Dramatic Version of '*The Hope of the 
Katzekopfs." Crown 8vo., 6d. 

Ellen Merton ; or, the Pic-nic. By Mrs. Stone, 

author of "God's Acre," "The Art of Needlework," &c. 
iSmo. 18. 6d. 

Esther Merle, and other Tales. By Mrs. F. Vidal, 

author of " Tales for the Bush," &c. l8mo. is. 6d. 

CONTENTS :— John Salter; or, the Inconsiderate Marriage.— Three Neigh- 
bours ; or, the Elnvying of others. Sec. 

Evening Meetings ; or, the Pastor among the Boys 

of his Flock. By C. M. S. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

Fanny's Flowers ; or, Fun for the Nursery. With 

several engravings. Is. ; cloth gilt, is. 6d. 

The Fall of Cr(ESUS: a Story from Herodotus. 

By the late Rev. W. Adams, author of "The Shadow of the 

Cross," " The Old Man's Home," &c. New edition. Fcap. 

8vo. 28. fid. 

" One of the most strikingly told stories culled from the annals of antiquity." 
—Christian Remembrancer. 

First Truths for the Little Ones. By Ellen 

Lipscomb. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Frederick Gordon, or the Storming of the Redan. 

By a Soldier's Daughter. Royal l8mo. is. 

A Tale of courage and perseverance of a young officer in the Crimean War, 
with an accotmt of the founding of the M ilitairy Hospital at Netley near 
Southampton. 

Fontnell S. Chad. A Reminiscence. Crown 8vo., 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Flowers and Fruit. For Little Children. 32mo. 

cloth, 8d. 

Gentle Influence; or, The Cousin's Visit. By 

Miss F. M. Levett. Second edition. l8mo. is. 

The Giant-Slayers. By the Author of "Clevedon 

Chimes,*' &c. l8mo., cloth, 2s. 
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Going Home. A Story. By F. G. W. Second 

edition. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

Grace Alfobd ; or the Way of Unselfishness. By 

C. M. Smith. l8mo. is. 6d. 

Harry's Help. By Mrs. S. C. Rochat. Square 

l6mo. Is. 

Higher Claims; or, Catherine Lewis the Sunday 

School Teacher. Edited by the Rev. R. Seymour. iSmo. 
cloth, Is. 

Sets forth the g^reat advantag'e that would accrue to the Church if the yaang 
persons of the middle classes were aroused to consider the full extent of her 
claims upon them, as well as on their superiors in wealth or station. 

Hilary S. Magna; or, The Nearest Duty First. A 

Tale. Fcap. Svo. 4s. 

Holiday Hours. By the Author of "The Little 

Comforters.*' 32mo., cloth, 8d. 

Holidays at S. Mary's ; or, Tales in a Sisterhood. 

By the Author of "Chronicles of S. Mary's.'* Second 

edition. l6mo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The stories are all good and worthy of their author. The last is so clever, 

so original, and bears a moral so valuable and yet so seldom enforced, that we 

are specially anxious itshould not escape observation." — Literary Churchman. 

" A delightful volume. The last story is almost worthy of Ticck."— Union 

Review. 

" There is pith in * Holidays at S. Mary's.' The stories are both admirable 
and effective. '—GtMMtrafikm. 

The Holy Church throughout all the World. 

By the Rev. S. Fox. l8mo., cloth. Is. 

Being an account of the Church from the time of the Apostles to the present 
day, simply told for the use of young people. 

The Home at Heatherbrae. By the Author of 

"Everley." Fcap. Svo. ss. 6d. 

Home for Christmas. 18mo., cloth, Is. 6d. 



of American Life full of pleasant writing and good teachi 
es you on with unflagging voXkikA."— English Churchman 



teaching. The 



"A tale 
story carries 

Home Trials ; a Tale for the Middle Classes. By 

Mrs. Vidal. iSmo. 2b. 

" By no means unworthy of Mrs. Vidal's pen. .... Mrs. Vidal writes when 
she has something to say, and therefore for the most part says it weU."— Gwor- 
dian. 

Hubert Neville. A Tale. By the Author of 

some of the "Church Stories;" "Stories on the Festivals,*' 
&c. Fcap. Svo. is. 

IvoN. By the Author of ** Aunt Agnes," and '* Is he 

Clever ?" Fcap. Svo. Ss. 6d. 
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IonLestee. a Tale of True Friendship. ByC.H.H. 

Fcap. Svo. 4s. 6d. ^ 

A tale of one who, bom to riches and with every inducement to make this 
world his chief concern, yet devotes himself nobly to the eood of his friends 
and people, and passes unhurt through all the flattery and luxury consequent 
on his position. 

Ivo AND Verena ; or, the Snowdrop, By the Au- 
thor of ** Coasin Rachel." Eighth edition. ISmo., cloth, 2s. 

A tale of the conversion, life, and influence of an early convert to the Chris- 
tian Faith, in the countries of the North. 

KiNGSWORTHj or, the Aim of a Life. By C. R. 

Coleridge. Small 8vo., cloth, 3s. 

Lessons for Little Children from the His- 
tory or THK CbURCH. By C. A. R. Is. 

"We have great pleasure in commending two little sets of 'Lessons for 
Little Children,' by C. A. R. They are both written with much judgment."— 
Church Times. 

Letty's Mission. A Tale. By Lady Dunboyne. 

Small 8vo., with Two Illustrations. 

A Life's Search. By E. S. B. Sydney. Fcap. 8vo., 

cloth, 28. 6d. 
"It often happens to us to be asked to name some good popular book set- 
ting forth the (uuigers of tampering with religious doubt. It very seldom hap- 
pens that we can nit upon the exact thing that is wanted, and we are therefore 
the more rejoiced at meeting with a really powerfully written book like * A 
I-,ife's Search.* "—Literary Churchman. 

The Little Comforters, and other Tales. 32mo., 

cloth, 8d. 

The Little Messmates. By the Rev. Frederick 

W. Mant, author of "The Midshipman; or. Twelve Years 
Ago." l8mo., 4d. 

Little Mabel. A True Story. By the Author of 

** The Birthday Wreath." l8mo., 6d. j cloth, Qd. 

Little Posy's Dream. A New Year's Story. By 

Luigi, author of " Sweet Song^ for Mourning Mothers," &c. 
is. cloth J 6d. paper. 

Little Alice and her Sister. Edited by the 

Rev. W. Gresley. lOmo., on toned paper, as. 

The account of a little girl who learned to deny herself, and to think of 
others before herself. 

Local Legends. By the Author of " Cecil Dean," 

&c. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— The Legend of the Founder's Dreams.— A Legend of S. Os- 
mund's Priory.— The Barons' Tryst. A Legend of the " Roses."— The Last 
Cantilupe. A Legend of Queenhope Manor.— Furzy Fallow ; or, the Legend 
of Old Court.— Irene. A Legend of Sunshme.— Miss Mildred's Picnic ; or, the 
Legend of the Lake. 
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! The Loyal Heart, and other Tales for Boys. 

Translated from the Oerman. By Frances M. Wilbraham. 
With Eng^vings. Second edition. l8mo., 2s. 6d. cloth. 

i The Loval Heart— The Golden Locket— The Blind Boy ; or, Trust in Provi- 

dence— The Young Robinson Crusoe— "Thou shalt not Steal"— A Tale of 
I S. Domingo. 

Lucy and Christian Wainwright, and other 

Tales. By the Author of "Aggesden Vicarage/' **The 
Wynnes,*' &c. Fcap. Svc, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



The Maiden Aunt's Tales. By S. M., author of 

** The Use of Sunshine/' ** Nina," &c. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

"The moral of the whole is the happy influence of such a frame of mind, 
sanctified by religion, on the less perfect characters with which it is brought 
into contact."— y^An Buli. 

Mary and Mildred. A Tale for Girls. Edited by 

the Rey. Stair Douglas. Second edition, l8mo., cloth, 2s. 

Showing in the life and friendship of two girls the error of acting on impulse 
without the aid of strict Christian principle. 

The Meeting in the Wilderness. An Imagi- 
nation, wherein Divine Love is set forth. By the Author of 
" The Divine Master." is. 

Memoirs of an Arm-Chair. Written by himself. 

Edited by the Author of ** Margaret Stourton," ** The Missing 
Sovereign," &c. Square l6mo. is. 

Mercy Downer; or, Church and Chapel. 12mo., 

wrapper, 6d. ; cloth, is. 

" We can recommend this as the very best story book for a parish or ser- 
vant's hall library that we have met yriih^'— Literary Churchman. 

"A grotesquely real sketch of Dissent audits frequent causes."— Jlf<w/A(y 
Packet. 

Minnie's Birthday, and other Stories for Children. 

By Marietta. With four Illustrations by Cuthbert Bede. 
Fcap. 8vo. 28. 

Midsummer Holidays at Princes Green. By 

Mrs. Eccles, author of " The Riches of Poverty." i8mo. is. 
A Tale on the duties of young children to their aged relatives. 

Molly Carew. An Autobiography. By A. M. W. 

With four Illustrations by H. Petherick. Small 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

" Without any pretensions to be a fuil-fled?ed novel, ' Molly Carew' has 
pleasant i>ages treatii^ of scenes at home and abroad, and it will be found 
well worth perusal. It is very brightly written."— AfflrwiMtf' Post 

" There is a charm and freshness about the narrative which cannot fail to 
make it popular, especially with mt\s."School Guardian. 

" The story is well written, ana the moral good." — Church Review. 

" A refined and pretty story. * Molly' is a very winning hexoiac."—Acadetny. 
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My Birthday Eve. A Waking Dream. With or- 
namental borders, is. Od^ 

My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition. l8mo., 6d. 

Neddie's Care; or, "Suffer the Little Children." 

With eight Illustrations. l6mo., cloth, is. 

The Noble Army of Martyrs. By the Kev. S. 

Fox. 18mo., cloth, is. 

Containing short Lives of S. Stephen ; S. Tames ; S. Barnabas } S. Timothy ; 
S. Folycarp ; S. Ignatius ; S. Clement ; S. Irenaeus ; S. Dionysius ; S. Justin 
Martyr. Suited for a class>reading book. 

"Just the book for circulation among children or a Parochial Lending Li- 
brary : what we want in the Upper CkSses of our National Schools."— Engriish 
Revtew. 

NoRTHWODE Priory. A Tale, in Two Vols. By the 

Author of ** Everley." Fcap. 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

A Noble Aim. By Annie Thomas (Mrs. Pender 

Cudlip.) Published for the Benefit of the Deyon House of 
Mercy. Fcap. Bvo., is. 
"Extremely well told, by a writer at once graceful and refined."— £/)>*^;m« 
Review. 

Old Betty; a Sketch from Real Life. 18mo., 

cloth, is. 

One Story by Two Authors ; or, a Tale without 

a Moral. By J. I., author of " A Rhyming^ Chronicle /* and 
F. M. L.p author of "Gentle Influence,*' &c. Fcap. 8vo. 
3s. 6d. 
" Has the great merit of being ordinal in the ideas it contains and the man* 
ner in which it is treated."— Ciericafl^oumai. 

Parish Tales. Reprinted from the "Tales of a 

London Parish." In a packet, is. 6d. 

CONTRNTS :— Denis the Beggar Boy; The Old Street Sweeper; Honor 
O'Keefe ; There's a Skeleton in every House ; Christian Flower's Story ; My 
Catechumens ; The Hill-side Cottage. 

Pearls Re-strung. Stories from the Apocrypha. 

By Mrs. H. S. Mackamess, author of " A Trap to Catch a Sun- 
beam," &c. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 

Rainbow Light. Seven Stories by A. E. M., 

author of " Sundays at Kingsmuir." 18mo., cloth, is. 

Rainy Mornings with Aunt Mabel. ISmo., 

doth, as. 6d. 

An endeavour to inculcate In familiar and easy conversations a knowledge 
' the early Christian Chur ' 
combs, and early missions. 



of the early Christian Church, its struggles and mumphs, including the CatU' 
id 
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" Read me a Stobt." Stories for reading aloud to 

UttlechUdren. By the Author of "The Conceited Pig.'* Fifth 
edition, with three additional Stories. l8mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

RoBEBT AND Ellen. 18mo., cloth, Is. 



' A tale told with more than avei 



ower. It is much beyoHd the common 



eraeepi 
range of stories for parish VStinAcs. —uwardtan. 

The Root of the Matteb ; or the Village Class. 

is. J cloth, is. 6d. 

Ruth Levison; or Working and Waiting. Is. 
Savonabola, Scenes in the Life of. By C. M. P. 

l8mo., cloth, 28. 6d. 

Scenes of Sububban Life. By Anna B. F. Leigh 

Spencer, author of <*The Co-Heiress of WiUingham," &c. 
Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d. 

" An entertabiin^ and forcible sketch of mission work in a neelected London 
district. The tale itself is full of interest, displaying the writers happy power 
of description and delineation of character."— f/ntlpM Review. 

SeBMON STOBIES fob CmLDBEN'S SeBVICES AND 
Homk Bbadinos. By the Bev. H. Housman, author of 
" Beading^ on the Psalms." Second Edition, with two new 
Tales. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 

" Having read the Easter Day Sermon story to a large congregation of 
children, we can speak from experience of the interest excited bvUiis touching 
alleeory, which appears to be the gem of the book." — Church Bells. 

" wiu be found very helpful in children's services, readings at school, and 
even in some of those Cottage Lectures which require to have some life and 
interest in them."— 7A« Guaraian. 

Shadows and Realities. By Mrs. Chatto. Crown 

8vo., cloth, 4s. 6d. 
SiSTEBS OF Chabitt, and some Visits with them. 

Being Letters to a Friend in England. Two Engravings, is. 

SiSTEB Sue. By Ismay Thorn, author of "Bertie's 

Wanderings,** *' Pinafore Days,** &c. With Illustrations. 
Small 8vo., cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"A prettily told story. It is interesting and is enlivened by anecdotes of 
child ufe at once amusing and pathetic. The whole is suited for children, 
written about them by one who understands t)xtm."-~Atheftaum. 

" A bright, cheery tale."— CAMr^A Times. 

Snow-bound in Cleebebbie Gbanoe. A Christ- 
mas Story. By G. E. Boberts. Dedicated to John Buskin, 
Esq. 2s. 6d. 

" An attractive volume for the young, and not devoid of instruction either. 
— ^CArirAiaiii Remembrancer. 
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SOMERFORD Priory. By Cecilia Mac Gregor. Crown 

8vo. 28. 

Story of a Dream ; a Mother's Version of the olden 

Tale of ** Little Red Riding Hood,** wherein that tale is made 
to bear a Christian lesson, ismo. is. 

Stories for Choristers. •18mo., cloth, -28. 

" One of the most suitable books we know for a prize or present to a choir 
boy. One and all are thoroughly good and elevating ; and boys will be sure 
to like them."— Literary Churchman. 

Stories for Boys. Four Series. 18mo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories for Girls. Four Series. 18mo., cloth, 

2s. each. 

Stories on the Commandments. The First Table : 

** My Duty towards God." By the Rev. H. Hill. 18mo., 
cloth, is. 

Stories on the Commandments. The Second Table : 

"My Duty towards My Neighbour." By W. S. Rockstro. 
l8mo., cloth. Is. 6d. 

The Two Parts in 1 vol. cloth, 2s. 

Stories of Gknesis for the Little Ones. By 

Mary Gaunter. l8mo., Is. Od. 

Stories and Lessons on the Festivals, Fasts, 

AND Saints* Days. .S2 books in a packet, 2s. In 3 vols., 
cloth, 38. 

Stories of Christian Joy and Sorrow, or Home 

Tales. By the Rev. H. D. Pearson. l2mo., cloth, is. fid. 

Stories on the Beatitudes. By the Rev. G. F. 

Pearson. l8mo., cloth, is. 

Stories for Young Servants. By Anna Butler. 

2nd edit., with an additional Story. With engravings. 2s. fid. 

Sunday Walks and Talks ; or, Conversations on 

the Church Services. By the Author of *'The Root of the 
Matter; or, the Village Class.'* l8mo., cloth, is. fid. 

Sylvester Enderby, the Poet. By Louis Sand, 

author of *' The Voices of Christmas." Fcap. 8vo. is. 

" The story is full of interest itself, well and pleasantlv told, bat its valve 
lies in the lessons it so forcibly teaches, — lessons of warning on the one hand 
against the cares and riches of this world, and stf[ainst that philosophical scep- 
ticism which so invariably creates an evil heart of unbelief."— ^CAfwrA Review, 
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Scholar's Nosegay. A series of Tales and Con- 

versations on Flowers, seme, cloth, 8d. 

Scripture Heading Lessons for Little Chil- 

DRBN. By a Lady. With a Preface by the late Bishop 
Wilberforce. l6mo., cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Tabby's White Hyacinth; or, Easter Offerings. 

By the Author of " Neddie's Care/' &c. ifimo., cloth, 2s. 

Tales for the Bush. By Mrs. F. Vidal. Fifth 

edition. Fcap. Svo. 38. 6d. 

Tales of Crowbridge Workhouse. By M. A. B. 

With a Preface by Louisa Twining. l2mo., cloth, is. 6d. 

" Great freshness and indmduality dbtinguish these sketches. For those 
who like to study character there are many genuine 'bits' true to nature, and 
wroueht up as minutely as a Dutch cabinet picture. Ladies aind gentlemen 
who do not wish always to read of life as a romance, and who are earnest 
enough in thought and in aim to wish to know the hardrealitiesof life, may 
perhaps find in this book means of usefulness for which they will be thankful. ' 
—Court youmai. 

Tales of My Duty towards My Neighbour. 

32mo., 8d. 

" Fourteen good stories for little children which cannot fail to be appreciated 
by those for wnom they are intended." — Union Review. 

Tales of a London Parish, &c. By the Author 

of ** Tales of Kirkbeck.'* Second edition, 1 8mo., 2s. 6d. 

" Reveals by the help of a skilful and powerful hand, directed by deep reli- 
gious earnestness, much of the sin, sorrow, the mentaJ, moral, and spiritual 
darkness which London hides from the world's gaze. A book to be read and 
thought about."— IfVx/ qf England Conservative. 

Tales for Me to Head to Myself. With Twelve 

Engravings drawn by Macquoid. 4th Edition. l6mo. 2s. 6d. 

" These stories are intended to be put Into the hands of little children, who, 
though only able to master very easy words, may yet be wishing to read to 
themselves. They were written to supply the want which is sometimes felt, of 
a book sufficiently easy for this purpose, and yet more entertaining than the 
short sentences in spelling books."— ^r^cv. 

" Is an excellent book, which will be found very acceptable to those for whose 
benefit it was published. It is simple, and attractive at the same time."— 
Union Review. 

" A deli^^htful little children's story-book."— CAMrcA Review. 

Tales of the Ancient British Church. New. 

and cheaper edition, with an additional Tale. By the Yen. 
Archdeacon Evans, author of " The Rectory of Valehead," 
&c. iBmo. 28. 6d. 

*' We heartily welcome this new edition of these Tales, at less than half their 
original price."— CAMrrAman'x Companion. 
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Thinking for Oneself ; or, an Adventure of the 

Carewes. Reprinted from " The Monthly Packet." l8mo., 
28. cloth. 

The Tower Builders, and The Two Merchants. 
ad. 



» 



Trust. By the Author of ** Beginnings of Evil. 

]8rao. 28. 

Voices of Christmas. A Tale. By Louis Sand. 

With an illustration by Dalziel. )Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 

" We have seldom seen a Christmas book which appeared to us more tho- 
roughly successful. A hearty, English tale, full of piquancy and mterest, with 
considerable humour, in which an under-current of earnest feeling teaches one 
of the deepest truths of our religion." — EtxUsiastic. 

Voyage to the Fortunate Isles. Is. ; cloth Is. 6d. 

An Allegory of the sea of life with its waves and tides, ripples and storms, 
and each soul in a boat therein, with compass, sails, pilot, chart, &c. 

A Village Story for Village Maidens. In Three 

Parts. Susan, Esther, and Dorothy ; or, the Three Starts in 
Life. iSmo.p cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Was it a Dream ? or, the Spirit of Evil-speaking — 

and Thk Nkmt Churchyard; or. Whose will be the First 
Grave ? By the Author of ** Amy Herbert.'* ta. 6d. ; paper, is. 

The Way through the Desert; or, the Caravan. 

By the Right Rey. R. Milman, D.D., late Bishop of Calcutta. 
Fcap. Svo. 6d.; cloth is. 

An Allegory, showii^ how we should walk here to attain life eternal here- 
after. 

Westerleigh, AND OTHER Tales. By Mrs. G. J. 

Preston. Fcap. Svo., cloth, is. fid. 

What is Right comes Right. By F. M. Wilbra- 

ham, author of " The Loysd Heart," "Kingsof Judah,** &c. 
Small Svo., cloth, 2b. fid. 

The Widow and her Son; and other Tales. 

Translated firom the German. By the Rev. W. B. Flower, 
ismo. ss. 

The Wynnes; or, Many Men, Many Minds. A 

Tale of every-day life. By the Author of " Agrg^eaden Vicar- 
age,*' &c. Fcap. Svo. 6s. 

4 *f 
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BIOGRAPHY. 

Heroes of the Cross. A Series of Biographical 

Stadies of Saints. Martyrs, and Christian Pioneers. By W. H . 
Davenport Adams. Crown Svo.p cloth, 7s. 6d. 

John Nock Bagnall. A Memoir. By his Daugh- 
ter, Mart Willktt. With Photograph. Crown Sro., 2s. 

Life of Dr. Allestree, Canon of Christ Church 

in 1049. By Bishop Fell. He lived during the Tumults in the 
reign of King Charles I. 3d. 

Life of Bishop Racket. By Thomas Plume, D.D., 

and edited with large additions and copious notes by Macken- 
zie E. C. Walcott, B.D. Fcap. Sro. 3s. Od. 

Life of Nicholas Ferrar, Citizen of London in 

1643. AbridgedfiromtheMemoirof Dr.Peckard, 1790. ismo., 
cloth, ss. 

Life of Sister Rosalie. By the Author of ** Tales 

of Kirkbeck.** Second Edition. Cloth, is. ; cheapedition, 6d. 

Lives of Eminent English Divines. By the 

Rey. W. H. Teale. With Engravings, As. ; or each life sepa- 
rate, in paper covers. 

Life of Bishop Bull, 9d. Life of Dr. Hammond, is. 

Life of Jones of Nayland, Is. 

Lives of Englishmen in Past Days. 

Second Series : Kettlewell, Hammond, Wilson, Mompesson, 

Bold. 6d. 
Third Series : Walton, Wotton, Earl of Derby, Collingwood, 

Raffles, Exmouth. lOd. 
Fourth Series : Alfred the Great, Sir Thomas More, John 

Evelyn, is. 

In one volume, cloth, gilt, 2s. 6d. 

Memoir of Harriet Monsell, First Mother 

Superior of the House of Mercy, Clewer. By the Rev. T. T. 
Carter, M.A. With Portrait engraved on Steel by Stodart. 
Second Edition. Imperial l6mo., cloth, 6s. 

Memoir of A. P. Forbes, D.C.L., Bishop of Bre- 
chin, with a brief notice of his brother the Rev. George Hay 
Forbes. Crown Svo., cloth, is. 

4 4 
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Memoir of the Rev. H. Newland, M.A., Vicar 

of S. Marychurchi and Chaplain to the Bishop of Exeter. 
By the Rey. R. N. Shutte, Rector of S. Mary Steps, Exeter. 
Fcap. Svo. 28. 6d. 

Memoir of John Aubone Cook, B.A., Vicar of 

South Benfleet and Rural Dean. By the Rey. W. £. Heygate, 
M.A. IS. 

Memorial of Euzabeth A . 4d. 

Memorial of M. E. D. and G. E. D. Brief notes 

of a Christian life and yery holy death. By T. B. P. 6d. 

The Doctrine of the Cross. A Memorial of a 

Humble Follower of Christ. By Robirt Brbtt. 18mo. 
is. 

HYMNS AND POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 

By the Anther of " The Daily Life of a Christian 

Child." 
Daily Life of the Christian Child : a Poem, in 

which the duties of each day in a child's life are set forth. 
3d. in wrapper; cheap edition, wrapper, id. ; on a sheet, id. ; 
mounted on board, 6d. 

Verses kor the Sundays and Holydays of the 

Christian Ykar. With eight illustrations. 2s. j mo- 
rocco, 4S. 

Verses for Christian Children on the Duties, 

Trials, and Tkmptations or thkir Daily Livks. Edited 
by the Rey. J. S. B. Monsell, LL.D., Rector of S. Nicholas', 
Guildford. Second edition. 6d. 

Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

With Illustrations. 6d. 

Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. In Verse. 

Illustrated by Dalziel. fid. 

The Ten Commandments, set in easy Verse, for 

Young: Children to commit to memory. Od. 

" Applying the spiritual sense of the Commandments in simple verse."— 
En^ltsh Review. « 

The Children's Bread. Verses on the Holy Com- 

munion. id. 

The Baptismal Name, and The Flower Garden. 

6d. 
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By Mrs. G. F. ALEXANDER. 

8IXTY-THIRD EDITION. 

Htmns for Little Children. 18mo., 6d.; cloth^ls. 

School edition, 3d. ; cloth, 6d. 48ino., id. 
Accompanying: Tones for ditto by Dr. Gamitlett. 2s. Od. 
A New Edition, super royal l6mo., thick toned paper and red 
lines, 8s. 6d. With twelve Photographs, 5s. 

Moral Songs. With Thirty-nine Vignette Illus- 
trations. l8mo. 6d.; cloth, is. School edition, 3d. 
A New Edition, Small 4to., with Eighly-flve Engravings, cloth, 
reduced from 6s. to 38. fid. 

Narrative Hymns for Village Schools. 18mo., 

wrapper, 3d. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto, 2s. fid. 

Poems on Subjects in the Old Testament. 

Parts I. and II., each fid. wrapper. Complete in one vol. 
cloth, is. Od. 

Hymns, Descriptive and Devotional; for the 

Use of Schools. 2d. 



Hymns for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale, 

D.D. 3d. each Series, or bound together, is. 

First Series : Hymns for the Days of the Week, Hours, and 
Holy Days. 

Second Series : Hymns for Special Occasions— Church Duties, 
Privileges, and Festivals. 

Third Series : Hymns chiefly for the Saints* Days. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and Enlarged edition, fid. 

Hymns on the Catechism. By the Rev. Isaac 

Williams, B.D. fid., cloth is. 

Hymns for Infant Children ; on Church, School, 

Baptism, and Belief, &c. id. 
Accompanying Tunes for ditto, by the Rev. J. B. Dykes, is. 

Last Sleep of a Christian Child : a Poem, show- 
ing how a Christian Child should meet death . 3d. in wrapper j 
on a sheet, id. ; mounted on board, fid. 

" Very touchingly written."— fM^/trA Review. 

Prose Hymn for Children. By the Rev. W. J. 

Jenkins, Rector of Fillingham. id., or 7s. per lOO. 
*T* ' — ^ 
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Vebses for Children and the Child-like. By 

F. E. Weatherley, M.A., author of " Muriel,'* &c. 6d. 

The Grandfather's Christmas Stort. 6d. 

A true tale of a little boy who always kept in mind the SAVIOUR'S Love and 
Presence. 

" Simply and touchingly told, in a strain Ukely to win the ear and heart of a 
yoni^ tbM."—SuffolJkHeraid. 

By the same author, 

The Mother's Easter Offering. 6d. 

A tale in Verse of GOD'S chastening hand in the death of yomig children, 
and the mother's submission. 

Old William; or, the Longest Day. 6d. 

A tale in Verse of the j^od and nngrffiiyh use made by a little Girl of her 
money. 

POETRY. 

Annuals and Perennials; or. Seed-time and 

Harvest. By C. M. Waring. Demy 8vo., beautifully illus- 
trated by Macquoid. 58. 
Verses for every Sunday in the Year, chiefly founded on the Collects, 
Annual in their use, Perennial in their antiquity. 

The Altar. By the Rev. I. Williams, B.D., author 

of the " Cathedral." Fcap. Svo. 28. 6d. 
This work consists of Meditations in Verse on the several parts of the 
Service for the Holy Communion, applyin^r them to corresponding parts of the 
Passion of our LORD. 

The Advent Collects Paraphrased in Verse. 

By the Rev. T. R. J. Laughame, M.A. is. 

Christmas Eve, and other Poems. By Mrs. Cuth- 

bert Orlebar. l8mo. is. 

Claudia: the Days of Martyrdom. A Tale. 

By A. M. Goodrich. Fcap. 8vo., cloth, 2s. fid. 
"Mariced by a devotional spirit, pleasant to read, and unaffected. It con- 
tains a faithful picture of the early Church and many of its customs, its tone of 
feelin]?, perils, acts of heroism, and devotion to CHKiST."—03^ord Herald. 

Daily Hymns. A Volume of Poems. By the 

Venerable Archdeacon Evans, author of *' Tales of the Ancient 
British Church." Fcap. Svo. Ss. Od. 

Echoes of our Childhood, By the Author of 

" Everley,** &c. Fcap. 4to. 2s. fid. 
"The prettiest book of nursery poems we have seen since the days of Jane 
Taylor's ever-memorable hoclks. —MontMy Packet. 
" A volume of simple and pleasing verses."— (rtMtn/«m. 
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Gifts and Light. Church Verses. By the Rev. 

A. M. Morgan. Fciq>. 8to. Ss. 

Htmns of the Holy Feast. Square 24mo., on 

tinted paper, and rubricated. 8d. 

Htmns and Lyrics for the Seasons and Saints* 

Days op thk Church. By the Rev. G. Moultrie. Fctap. 
Syo. SB. fid. 

*' In Mr. Moultrie's volume we have lighted upon an oasis in the desert. It is 
poetry, it is original poetry, and it is of very varied character."— Z.*fcrary 
CAurchfnan. 

" Full of refined thoi^[ht and pore rdigions fet^ag."— Ecclesiastic. 

"One of the best, if not. indeed, the very best volume of sacred poetry we 
have seen for some yeaxs."—StaMdard. 

Hymns for Children. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

Three Series, in cloth, is. 

Hymns for the Sick. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

Od.; cloth, 18. 

Intended to set before the sick and suffering some of those sources of "strong 
consolation" which it has pleased GOD to lay up for them. 

The Intermediate State. A Poem. Dedicated 

(with permission from himself) to the late Author of ** The 
Christian Year." Fcap. 8To. is. 6d. 

Lyra Sanctorum; Lays for the Minor Festivals. 

Edited by the Rev. W. J. Deane. Fcap. Svo. 3s. 6d. 

" We hail the appearance of such a book with pleasure : it is agreeably dg« 
nificant as to the progress of sacred poetry in our age. It is a collection of 
historical ballads, deagned for the most part to commemorate the sufferings 
and celebrate the triumphs of those who were martyred in the early ages of the 
Church. Many of the poems are singular^ el^^ant and impressive. "^-Momifig 
Post. 

Lays concerning the Early Church. By the 

Rey. J. F. Russell. Fcap. Svo. Is. 6d. 

Contents :— S. John's Torture: S. Ignatius ; The Thundering L^on ; The 
Martyr's Funeral ; The Council of Nice ; S. Ambrose, &c 

Lays of the Hebrews, and other Poems. By 

Mary Benn. l2mo. 2b. 

" There is a great deal of tone and spirit in Miss Benn's Lays of the Hebrews. 
The ' Grave of Saul' would be creditable to any one. and there are other poems 
equally striking and melodious."— GtMcrv/tim. 

A Martyr Bishop, and other Verses. By the 

Author of "The Chorister Brothers.*' Fcap. Sro., doth, Ss. 

The Martyrdom of S. Polycarp. By the B«v. 

G. Moultrie. Svo. is. 
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Memorialia Cordis: Sonnets and Miscellaneous 

Poems. By the Rev. C. I. Black. Fcap. Svo. 2s. 6d. 

CONTENTS:— To the Memory of W. Archer Butler; The Tomb of Swift; 
Famine of 1847; Rydal Mount; The Redbreast in Church; Gethsemane, &c. 

Medieval Hymns, Sequences, and other Poems, 

translated by the Rev. J. M. Neale. Second Edition. 2s. 

The Nun of Enzklosterle; a Legend of the 

Black Forest. By Mrs. T. Ogilvy, (n^e Bosanquet.) Ss. fid. 

Poems. By the Kev. Claude Magnay. New edit, 
with additions. Fcap. Svo. 38. 6d. 

Poems. By C. A. M. W. Post Svo. 6s. 

Pietas Puerilis ; or, Childhood's Path to Heaven, 

and other Poems. By the Rev. A. Evans. Svo. 28. 6d. 

Pietas Metrica. By the Rev. T. M. Hopkins, 

Incumbent of S. Saviour's, Paddington. Fcap. Svo. 28. 6d. 

Preparatives for Death. Being Selections from 

the Poems of Bishop Ken. ismo. Is. 

The Risen Life. Hymns and Poems for the Chris- 
tian Year.— Easter to Advent. By Richard C. Jackson. 
Small 4to., 3s. 

River Reeds. By the Author of "Beatrice." Fcap. 

Svo. 2s. 6d. 

Seatoni AN Prize Poem s. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

Fcap. Svo., 3s. 6d. 

Songs and Ballads for Manufacturers. By 

the Rev. J. M. Neale. 3d. 

Sweet Songs for Mourning Mothers. Col- 
lected and arranged by Luigi, author of *' Nanta," " Legends 
of the Rhine for Children," &c. Small Svo., cloth, 3s. 

The Sword, and the Cross. By the Rev. J. O. 

Dakeyne. Crown Svo. 38. 6d. 

" Commend themselves to the reader more by their spiritual import, yet they 
are not wanting; in passages of considerable force and bcauty.''~Momtngr Pcsi. 

Sonnets and Verses, from Home and Parochial 

Life. By the Rev. H. K. Cornish. Fcap. Svo. 28. 6d. 

The Solitary ; or, a Lay from the West. With other 

Poems in English and Latin. By Mary Benn. l2mo. 38.6d. 

Verses for Church Schools. By Rosa Raine. 

New and enlarged edition. 6d. 
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THE JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S LIBRARY. 
Tales of the Village Children. By the Rev. 

F. E. Paget. The First and Second Series in one volume. 
l8mo., cloth, with 10 Illustrations, 28. 6d. 

The Hope of the Katzekopfs; or, the Sorrows 

of Selfishness. A Fairy Tale. By the Rey. F. E. Paget. 28. 

The Charcoal Burners ; a Story of the Rise of 

a young Artist. From the German, is. 6d. 

Godfrey Dayenant; a Tale for Schoolboys. By 

the Rey. W. B. Heygate. 2s. 

Tales of Christian Heroism. By the Rev. J. M. 

Neale. 28. 

Stories from Heathen Mythology, and Greek 

History. By the Rey. J. M. Neale. 2s. 

Tales of Christian Endurance, By the Rev. 

J. M. Neale. 2s. 

The Manger of the Holy Night. A Sketch of 

the Christmas Festiyities and their attendant circumstances, 
from the German. 2s. 

School Geography, with a Chapter on the Eccle- 

siastical Geography of Great Britain. By tiie Rey. H. Hop- 
wood. 2s. 
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JUVENILE ENGLISHMAN'S HISTORICAL 

LIBRARY. 

Edited bp ike Rev. J, F, Ruuell, B.CL. 

English History for Children. By the Rev. 

J. M. Neale. 28. Limp cloth, is. 4d. 

History of Scotland. By the Rev. W. B. Flower. 

28. 

History of Ireland. Edited by the Rev. T. K. 

Arnold. Is. 6d. 

History of Rome. By the Rev. Samuel Fox. 2s. 
History of Greece. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 

28. 

History of Spain. By the Rev. B. G. Johns. 28. 
History of Portugal. By the Rev. J. M. Neale. 



28. 



School Editions in limp cloth, is. each. 
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BOOKS AT 2d. EACH. 
Annandale; or, the Danger of Self- Confidence. A 

Welsh Tale. 

The Bishop's Sermon. 

The Boy Martye. A Tale of Norwich, a.d. 1137. 

The Brother's Sacrifice; or, a Soldier's Gene- 
rosity Rewarded. By Miss Bunbury. 

The Cat and her Kittens; a Fable on Disobe- 
dience and Mischief. 

The Child's Mission ; a True Tale of the influence 

of a yery jovaig and dying Child in the Conversion of her 
mother from Sin to Holiness. 

The Dumb Boy; showing how, though Dumb, he 

felt the influence of our Holy Religion. By Selina Bunbuiy. 

Edward Morris ; a Tale of Cottage Life. By the 

Rev. E. Monro. 

A Few Prayers and a Few Words about Prayer. 

By the Rev. F. E. Paget. 

How TO BE Useful and Happy; a Few Words of 

Advice, with Rules for a Young Person. By the Rev. F. B. 
Paget. 

I AM SO Happy ; or, the Reward of Sorrow borne 

Religiously. By Miss Bunbury. 

Little Stories for Little Children. 

CONTBNTS :— The Little Herd Boy ; The Sensible Elephant ; The Starling ; 
Sleep and Death ; The Wooden Leg ; The Flowers, the Field, and the Pearl. 

Lucy Ford ; or, Hearing the Story of a Pilgrimage 

to the Holy Land. 

Mary Wilson; or, Self-Denial. A Tale for May-Day. 

Minnie Haslem ; or, the Benefit of having Some- 
thing to do. 
Pattie Grahame ; or, School Trials, Learning, and 

Benefits. 

The Rayens; a Fairy Tale. By the Author of 

"The Conceited Pig." 

Rose Eglinton ; or. The Stolen Child. By the Rev. 

W. B. Flower. 

The Sprained Ancle; or, the Punishment of 

Forgetfolness. By the Aathor of " The Conceited Pig." 
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TWOPENCE. 

Stobt of a Pbomise that was Kept. 

Stort of a Pbimrose ; wherein is shown the Result 
of Disobedience to Parents, and a Lesson in Kindness is given. 

Tale of a Tortoise, with its Adventures; and 

a Stort of Kinc Alfkkd thb Grkat. 

The Two Sheep ; a Lesson from the Adventures of 

an Erring or Stray Sheep. 

William Dale ; or, The Lame Boy. 

BOOKS AT 3d. EACH. 
Anoels. By Mrs. Stone, author of *' God's Acre." 
Daisy. By Selina Hancock. 
The Dutiful Child. 
The Fairy Pera; or the Snowdrops. 
Glimpse of the Unseen. 
Sampson the Fisherman, and his Son. By Selina 

Bunbury. 

S. Andrew's Day ; or, the Brother's Influence. By 

the Author of ** The Sunbeam." 

The Threefold Promise and the Threefold 

Blkssino. 

Two Christmas Eyes. 

BOOKS AT 4d. EACH. 

By the Rev. J. M. NEALE, D.D. 
Eriok's Grave ; or, How a faithful Russian Servant 

laid down his life for his Master. — Thb Helmsman of Lakk 
Erir ; a Tale of American Courage in a Burning Ship. — Thk 
Plaguk of ) 66s AT Etam, in Derbyshire, and how it was met. 

The Dream of S. Perpetua, a Martyr of Car- 
thage ; and Thk Cross of Constantinb. 

The Siege of Nisibis, and how Sapor, King of 

Persia, and his Host were overthrown by the Faith of its 
Bishop; and, Thb Dbath of Julian, the Apostate Emperor, 
A.D. s6s, the fearful Tale of one who renounced his Christian 
Faith. 

The Two Huts. An Allegory. 

4^- • 4^ 



FOURPENCE. 

By the Bev. E. MONBO, M.A. 
The Railroad Bot; or. True Peace in Suffering. 
Annie's Grave ; or, More than Feeling required in 

True Religrion. 

Robert Lee ; or, The Recruiting Party. 

Dice, the Haymaker. 

Walter, the Convict. 

The Tale of a Cotton Gown. Manchester Life. 

By the Bev. F. E. PAGET, M.A. 
The Singers; or, a Story for Boys in a Country 

Chnrch Choir. 

The Pancake Bell ; its Origin and Meaning. 

By the Bev. H. D. PEARSON. 

Hugh ; or, the Influence of Christian Art. 
Holt Stone, A Story of two penitents. 

SiBTL Marchant ; Or, The Strengthening and Re- 
freshing: of the Soul under Trials. 

Little Ruth Gray ; or, the Effect of a Good Ex- 
ample even by a Utile Child. 

Old Oliver Dale. 



Annie's Cross ; or, '* I wish I was God's Child." 

A Tale. 

Annie Merton ; or, the Child of Mercy. By Selina 

Hancock. 

Amy, the King's Daughter. 

A story of one who really felt and acted as a daughter of the Great King of 
heaven and earth. 

Autumn and Spring. 

Alice Parker ; or, the Tea Drinking. By the Au- 
thor of " Susan Carter,*' &c. 

Bereavement. A Fragment. 

4- 4 
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FOURPENCE. 

The Bot Pbinge of Mercia. A Tale of the 

Heptarchy. 

The Choristers of S. Mart's. A Legend of 

Christmas-tide, a.d. circa 114S. By W. B. Rockstro. 

The Chorister's Fall. 

A tale of a Chorister whose vanity led him to fall, but who was enabled to 
rejoice in the illness which brought him to repentance. 

CORNELIE ; or, Self- will. By Selina Hancock. 
The Corner-stone. An account of the Laying 

the Foundation-stone of a Church. 

A Day's Misfortunes, or Try Again; or, the 

Benefit of Perseverance and Good Tamper. By the Rev. W. B. 
Flower. 

The Error Corrected; or, the Faithful Priest. 

By Henry Shirley Bunbury. 

A story of the union between Saxons and Normans. 

Eve Godsmarke. By Selina Hancock. 

The Father's Hope ; or, the Wanderer Returned. 

By the Author of " Going Abroad." 

The Forsaken. 

Gabriel's Dream and Waking. By the Author 

of "The Chamois Hunter/* "The Cross-bearer/* &c. 

George Malings ; or, the Sunday Truant. By the 

Author of «* Susan Carter," " The Secret,** "Old Betty," &c. 

The Half Holiday ;^ containing Six Tales of six 

different ways of spending a Half Holiday;. Cloth. 

Harold. A Ghost Story with a Moral. By the 

Author of ** The Little Gardeners.*' 

Island Choir ; or, the Children of the Child Jesus. 
John Borton; or, a Word in Season. By Mrs. 

J. S. Henslow. 

Kittt-Scranning. a Tale for London Boys. 

Legend of the Land of Flies. 

Little Mart; or, the Captain's Gold Ring. By 

Selina Bunbury. 

The Little Miners ; a Fairy Tale of an Explosion 

in a Mine. By the Rev. W. Gresley. 
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FOURPENCE. 

The Lost One Found. A true Story of the Bap- 
tism and Holy Death of a Young Girl. 

Lily op the Valley. By F. B. 

The Little Messmates. By the Rev. F. W. Mant. 

Little Walter, the Lame Chorister. 

A tale, to show the great importance of each one's individual example for 
{[food or for evil. 

My Dream. A true account of a Dream of the 

Heavenly Jerusalem, with the lesson of purity in heart, 
needed for all to see God. 

Memorial of Elizabeth A . 



Miss Peck's Adventures ; or, the folly of going 

out of our own sphere of Duty. By the Author of "The Con- 
ceited Pig." 

Miss Chester's Work. By F. A. H. 

Our Little Kathleen. By Selina Hancock. 

Pay Next Week. By Anna B. F.* Leigh Spencer, 

author of *' The Co. Heiress of Willinffham.** 

Perseverance, A Tale for Working Girls. 
The Pride of Hose Lynn. By Selina Hancock. 
Rags and Tatters. By the Author of " Everley." 
Ruth Digb y. By the Author of " Trevenan Court," 

The Secret ; a Tale of Christmas Decorations. 

By the Author of " Susan Carter.** 

The Seven Corporal Works of Mercy. In a 

Packet, or cloth. 

The Seven Spiritual Works of Mercy. Cloth. 
Strength and Weakness. By Nona Bellairs. 

" a pretty story of Factory Life, ezhibitinsf what may be done by kind and 
cealous ministerial watchfulness and superintendence."— C/n^tra/ youmal. 

The Two Birthdays, and other Tales. A packet 

of Six Reward Books. By the Author of ** Harold, a Ghost 
Story with a Moral.** 

The Two Surplices. By Ada Cambridge. 

I 
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FOURPENCE. 

Upward and Onward. A Story for Girls. 
Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the Best Policy. A 

Tale of the Fidelity and Reward of a iJtd in very humble life. 

The Young Anglers of Vichy. By the Author 

of ** Willie Grant ; or, Honesty is the best Policy.** 

The Young Soldiers, or, the Double Birthday; 

and other Tales. In a Packet, or cloth. 



■4^ 
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BOOKS AT 6d. EACH. 
Ben's Angel. By the Author of "Neddie's Care," 

" Tiny PoUie's Ups and Downs," &c. 

Betty Corn well and her Grandchildren; or, 

the Path of Obedience. 

Bishop's Visit. By the Author of the "Bishop's 

Littie Daughter." 

Charley's Trip to the Black Mountain. 
Charlotte Drew's Pinch. 

A tale for little girls, on the fatal effects of the first step in disobedience to 
parents, and of choosing bad companions at school. 

Easy Tales for Little Children. With En- 

gravingrs, and in Large Type. 
hn's Disobedience ; Fanny's Birthd 
Behaviour ; The Lost Child ; The Tom frock ; &c. 

Edna Grant ; or, Never Lonely. 

Ellen Ashton ; or, the Light of Christ's Love. 

By c. h. m. 
The Foundling; a Tale of the Times of S. Vincent 

de Paul. 

The Force of Habit ; or, the Story of Widow 

Monger. By F. C. Lefroy. 

George Foster, the Pagis. By the Author of 

" Susannah.** 

George Turner, the London Apprentice; or, 

*Tis Good to be Honest and True. 

Honor Delafont ; a true Tale of a Mother's Prayer, 

and its Answer. By the Author of '* Sunsetting.** 

Joey ; or, the Story of an Old Coat. By the Rev. 

E. Monro. 
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SIXPENCE. 

Joy in Duty. By the Author of " The Master of 

ChurchiU Abbots, and his little Friends," and " Play and 
Earnest.*' 

The King's Garden. An Allegory. 

Legend of Golden Water. 

Little Stories for Little Children. With 

Engravings, and in large Type. 

Mary Mansfield; or, the Life and Trials of a 

Country Girl. 

Mercy Downer; or Church and Chapel. Wrapper. 
The Mirrors; a Story for Children. 

A story of a little Girl, who was taught by our LORD'S pairables to see things 
eternal, of which all things here are but the pictures or emblems. 

Millie's Journal. Edited by the Author of ** Gentle 

Influence.'* 
Is the plain unvarnished Narrative, or Journal, of a young and well edu- 
cated English Girl, who accompanied her family into the Far West, Macomb, 
lUmois. U.S. 

Midsummer Eve. By the Rev. E. Monro. 

a tale of the fideli^ of a young girl to the daughter of her mistress, and of 
her influence for good on the father and others. 

Milly Wheeler. By the Author of " Amy Wilson." 
My Little Patient. A Tale of Hospital Life. 

Second Edition. 

Nanny : a Sequel to ** Harry and Archie." By the 

Rev. E. Monro. 

Nelly Upton's Trials ; or, The Hidden Path. By 

the Author of** Streuirth and Weakness,'* &c. 

Never Too Late to Mend; or, the Two Fortune 

Tellers. By the Author of ' * WilUe Grant. » ' 
A tale for village grirls, of encouragement to persevere in the course of true 
religion, and to nnd in that the best way to be useful and happy. 

The Neglected Opportunity. 

Nine Shillings a Week; or. How Rachel Down 

kept House. 

Nurse Amy. 

An Old Woman's Story ; or, Trust in Trial. By 

Nona Bellairs. 

The Path of Life. By the Author of the " Seven 

Corporal Works of Mercy." 
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SIXPENCE. 

Peter Noble the Royalist. An Historical Tale 

of the 17th Century. By the Aathor of "The Apple Blossom." 

Philip Bezant; or, Is Revenge Sweet? By the 

Author of " Likes and Dislikes.** 

The Post-office Window; being a Tale of the 

Night School. By the Aathor of " Likes and Dislikes." 

Ready and Desirous; or, A Lent's Lessons. Se- 
cond Edition. 

Recollections of a Soldier's Widow. 

a true tale ; related as told by the Widow herself. She followed the for- 
tunes of the aSth Regiment for efeTen years of fatigue, danger, and death, at 
Copenhagen, Corunna, and Barossa. 

The Shepherds of Bethlehem: a Story of the 

Nativity of our Lord. 

Sister's Care; or, How a very young girl took care 

of her little orphan sister. By the Aathor of " Michael the 
Chorister.** 

Stories on the Lord's Prater. By the Author 

of "Amy Herbert.'* 

Susan Spellman : a Tale of the Trials she met with 

in the SUk Mills at Horton. 

Sunset Reverie; an Allegory: in which Mirth 

and Earnest pass through the trials of this world. 

SUNSETTING ; or, Old Age in its Glory. A story of 
happiness, peace, and contentment. 

Trebursate School ; or, the Power of Example. 

A Story for Choristers and Schoolboys. 

The Twins. A Tale of Warning to Boys ; showing 

the misery caused by giving way to angry and unkind temper. 

The Two Friends; or, Charley's Escape. 

A tale of the influence of a good companion, and the warnin||r of his sudden 
death. 

The Vicar's Guest. By Ada Gamhridge. 
Willie Collins and the Pont Frosty. By 

B. K. B. 

Youno Churchman's Alphabet. The leading 

events of our Lord's Life, illustrated in verse, with an 
engraving to each letter. 

Printed hj J. MASTnat and Co., Albion Bolldlnf •, Bwtbelomcw Close, B.C. 
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